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MYSTERIES OF UDOLPHO. 



CHAPTER I. 



« Home » the resort 

Of love, of joy, of peace and plenty, where. 
Supporting and supported, polish'd friends 
And dear relations mingle into bliss. 

Thomsox. 

On the pleasant banks of the Garonne, m the pro- 
' vince of Gascony, stood in the year 1584 the 
chateau of Monsieur St. Aubert. From its windows 
were seen the pastoral landscapes of Guienne and 
Gascony stretching along the river, gay with luxu- 
riant woods and vines, and plantations of olives. 
To the ^outh, the view was bounded by the ma- 
jestic Pyrenees, whose summits veiled in clouds, or 
exhibiting awful forms, seen, and lost again, as 
the partial vapours rolled along, were sometimes 
barren, and gleamed through the blue tinge of air^ 
and sometimes frowned with forests of gloomy pine, * 
that swept downward to their base. These tre- 
mendous precipices were contrasted by the so it 
green of the pastures and woods that hung upon 
their skirts ; among whose ilocks and heras aud 
simple cottages, the eye, alter haying scaled the 
clifis above, aelighted to repose. To the north; -aud 

VOL. XLV. B 



2 MTSTERIBS OF VDOLTHO. 

to the east, the plains of Guienne and Languedoc 
were lost in the mist of distance : on the west, 
Gascony was bounded by the waters of Biscay. 

M. St. Aubert loved to wander, with his wife and 
daughter, on the margin of the Garonne, and to 
listen to the music that floated on its waves. He 
had known life in other forms than those of pastoral 
simplicity, having mingled in the gay and in the 
busy scenes of the world ; but the flattering portrait 
of mankind which his heart had delineated in early 
youth, his experience had too sorrowfully correctecL 
y^t, amidst- the changing visions of life, his prin- 
ciples remained unshaken, hisbenevolenceunchilled; 
and he retired from the multitude, more in pit^ 
than in anger, to scenes of simple nature, to the 
pure delights of literature, and to the exercise of 
domestic virtues. 

He was a descendant from the younger branch of 
an illustrious family, and it was designed that the 
deficiency of his patrimonial wealth should be sup- 
plied either by a splendid alliance in marriage, or 
by success in the intrigues of public afi^rs. But St. 
Aubert had too nice a sense of honour to fulfil the 
latter hope, and too small a portion of ambition to 
sacrifice what he called happiness, to the attain- 
ment of wealth. Afler the death of his father he 
married a very amiable woman, his equal in birth, 
and not his superior in fortune. The late Monsieur 
St. Aubert's liberality, or extravagance, had so much 
involved his affairs, that his son found it necessary 
to dispose of a part of the family domain ; and 
some years after his marriage he sold it to Mon- 
sieur Quesnel, the brother of his wife, and retired 
to a small estate in Gascony, where conjugal felicity 
and parental duties divided hia attention with the 
treasures of knowledge and the illuminations of 
genius. 
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To this spot he had been attached from his ifi* 
fancy. He had often made excursions to it when a 
boy ; and the impression of delight given to his 
mind by the homely kindness of the gray-headed 
peasant to whom it was intrusted, and whose fruit 
and cream never failed, had not been obliterated by 
succeeding circumstances. The green pastures^ 
along which he had so often bounded in the ex- 
ultation of health and youthful freedom — the woods, 
under whose refreshing shade he had first indulged 
that pensive melancholy which afterwards made a 
strong feature of his character — the wild walks of 
the mountains, the river, on whose waves he had 
floated, and the distant plains, which seemed bound- 
less as his early hopes — were never after remem- 
bered by St. Aubert but with enthusiasm and regret. 
At length he disengaged himself from the world, 
and retired hither, to realise the wishes of many 
years. 

The building, as it then stood, was merely a sum- 
mer cottage, rendered interesting to a stranger by 
its neat simplicity, or the beauty of the surrounding 
scene; and considerable additions were necessary to 
make it a comfortable family residence. St. Aubert 
felt a kind of Section foi: every part of the fabric, 
.which he remembered in his youth, and would not 
suffer a stone of it to be removed ; so that the new 
building, adapted to the style of the old one, formed 
with it only a simple and elegant residence. The 
tiaste of Madame St. Aubert was conspicuous in its 
internal finishing, where the same chaste simplicity 
was observable m the furniture, and in the few or- 
naments of the apartments that characterized the 
manners of its inhabitants* 

The library occupied the west side of the chateau^ 
and was enriched by a collection of the best books 
10 the ancient and modern languages. This room 
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opened upon a grove which stood on the. brow of 
a gentle declivity, that fell towards the rivers and 
the tall trees gave it a nielancholy and pleasing 
shade ; while from the windows the eye caught 
beneath the spreading branches, the gay and lux* 
uriant landscape stretching to the west, and over* 
looked on the left by the. bold precipices of the 
Pyrenees. Adjoining the library was a green-house 
stored with scarce and beautiful plants ; for one of 
the amusements of St. Aubert was the study of 
botany : and among the neighbouring mountains, 
which afforded a luxurious feast to the mind of the 
oaturalist, he often passed the day in the pursuits 
of his favourite science. He was sometimes accom« 
panied in t;he»e little excursions by Madame St, 
Aubert, and frequently by his daughter; when, 
with a small osier basket to receive plants, and 
another filled with cold refreshments, such as the 
cabin of the shepherd did not afford, they wandered 
away among the most romantic and magnificent 
scenes, nor suffered the charms of Nature's lowly 
children to abstract them from the observance of her 
stupendous works. When weary of sauntering 
among clifis that seemed scarcely accessible but to 
the steps of the enthusiast, and where no track 
appeared on the vegetation, but what the foot af 
the izard had left, they would seek one of those 
green recesses which so beautifully adorn the bosom 
of these mountains; where, under the shade of 
the lof\y larch or cedar, they enjoyed their simple 
repast, made sweeter by the waters of the cool 
'stream that crept along the turf, and by the breath 
of wild flowers and aromatic plants that fringed 
the rocks and inlaid the grass. 

Adjoining the eastern side of the green-house, 
looking towards the plains of Languedoc, was a 
room which Emily called hers, and which coa« 
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tained her books, her drawing, her musical instru- 
meiits, with some favourite birds and plants. Here 
she usually exercised herself in elegant arts, culti- 
vated only because they were congenial to her taste, 
and in which native genius, assisted by the instruct 
tions of Monsieur and Madame St. Aubert, made 
her an early proficient. The windows of this ^oomi 
.were particularly pleasant ; they descended to the 
floor, and, opening upon the little lawn that sur- 
rounded the house, the eye was led between groves 
of almond-, palm-trees, nowering-ash, and myrtle, 
to the distant landscape, where the Garonne wan- 
dered. 

The peasants of this gay climate were often seen 
on an evening, when the day's labour was done, 
dancing in groups on the margin of the river. 
Their sprightljr melodies, debonnaire steps, the fan- 
ciful figure of their dances, with the tasteful and 
capricious manner in which the girls adjusted their- 
simple dresS| gave a character to tlie scene entirely 
Frendi. 

The front of the chateau, which, having a south- 
em aspect, opened upon the grandeur of the moun- 
tains, was occupied on the ground-floor by a rustic 
hall and two excellent sitting-rooms. The first 
Soor, for the cottage had no second story, was laid 
out in hed«chambers, except one apartment that 
opened to a balcony, and which was generally used 
for a breakfast«room. 

In the surrounding ground St. Aubert had made 
very tasteful improyements; yet such was his attach- 
ment to objects he had remembered from his boyish' 
days, that he had in some instances sacrificed taste 
to sentiment. There were two old larches that 
shaded the building, and interrupted the prospect : 
St. Aubert had sometimes declared that he believed 
he should bare been weak enough to have wept afr 

fid 
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their &1I« In addition to these larches he planled 
a little grove of beech, pine, and mauntain-ash. 
On a lofty terrace, formed by the swelling bank of 
the river, rose a plantation of orange-, lemon-, and 
palm-trees, whose fruit in 'the coolness of evening 
breathed deliciou3 fragrance. With these were 
mingled a few trees of other species. Here, under 
, the ample shade of a plane-tree, that spread its ma- 
jestic canopy towards the river^ St. Aubert loved to 
ait in the fiue evenings of summer, with his wife 
and children, watching, beneath its foliage, the 
setting-sun, the mild splendour of its. light fading 
from the distant landscape, till the shadows of twi- 
light melted its various features into one tint of 
sober gray. Here, too, he loved to read, and ta 
converse.with Madame St. Aubert ; or to play with 
his children, resigning hiro6elf to the influence of 
ttiose sweet affections which are ever attendant oa 
simplicity and nature. He has often said, while 
tears of pleasure trembled in his eyes, that these 
were, moments Infinitely more delightful than any 
passed amid the brilliant and tumultuous scenes that 
are courted by the world. His heart was oqpupied; 
it had, what can be so rarely said, no wish for a hap-t 
pines» beyond what it experienced. The conscious- 
ness of acting right dinused a serenity over his 
manners, which nothing else cpuld impart to a man 
of moral perceptions like his, and which refined 
his sense of every surrounding blessing. 

Tlie deepest shade of twilight did not send him 
from his favourite plane-tree. He loved the soothing" 
hour, wben the last tints of light die away ; when 
the starr^, one by one, tremble through etner, and 
lire reflected on the dark mirror of the waters; that 
hour, which, of all others, inspires the mind with 
pensive tenderness, and often elevates it to sublime 
^ootemplatipPf When the mpoa shed her soft raya 
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among the foliage, he still lingered, and his past* 
toral supper of cream and fruits was oflen spread 
beneath it. Then, on the stillness of night, camo 
the song of the nightingale, breathing sweetness^ 
and awakening melancholy. 

The first interruptions to the happiness he had 
known since his retirement, were occasioned by the 
death of his two sons. He lost them at that age 
when infantine simplicity is so fascinating; and 
though, in consideration of Madame St. Aubert's 
distress, he restrained the expression of his own, 
and endeavoured to bear it, as he meant, with phi- 
losophy, he had, in truth, no philosophy that could 
render him calm to such losses. One daughter was 
now his only surviving child ; and while he watclied 
the unfolding of her infant character with anxious 
fondness, he endeavoured, with unremitting eflbrt,, 
to counteract those traits in her disposition which 
^ight hereafler lead her from h{)ppiness. She had 
discovered in her early years uncommon delicacy of 
mind, warm affections, and ready benevolence*; but 
with these was observable a degree of susceptibility 
too ex^oi^ite to admit of lasting peace. As she ad- 
vanced in youth, this sensibility ^'ave a pensive tone 
to her spirits, and a softness to her manner, which 
added grace to beauty, and rendered her a very in- 
teresting object to persons of a <!ongenial disposition. 
But St. Aubert had too much good sense to prefer 
a charm to a virtue ; and had penetration enough 
to see, that this charm was too dangerous to its 
possessor to be allowed the character of a blessing. 
He endeavoured, therefore, to strengthen her mind ; 
to inure her to habits of self-command ; to teach 
her to reject the first impulse of her feelings, and 
to look with cool examination upon the disappoint- 
ments he sometimes threw in her way. While he 
instrqcted her to resist first impressions^ and to ac-a 
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quire that steady dignity of mind that can alone 
counterbalance the passions, and bear us, as far as 
is compatible with our nature, above the reach of 
circumstances, he taught himself a lesson of forti-* 
tude; for he was oflen obliged to witness, with 
aeeming indifference, the tears and struggles which 
Us caution occasioned her. 

In person, Emily resembled her mother ; having 
the same elegant symmetry of form, the same deli- 
cacy of features, and the same blue eyes full of 
tender sweetness. But, lovely as was her person* 
it was the varied expression of her countenance, as 
conversation awakened the nicer emotions of her 
mind, that threw such a captivating grace around 
her: 

Those tenderer tints, that shun the careless eye, 
And in the world's contagious circle die. 

St. Aubert cultivated her understanding with the 
most scrupulous care. He gave her a general view 
of the sciences, and an exact acquaintance with 
every part of elegant literature. He taught her 
Latin and English, chiefly that she might under** 
stand the sublimity of their best poets. She dis* 
covered in her early years a taste for works of 
genius ; and it was St. Aubert's principle> as well 
as his inclination, to promote every innocent means 
of happiness. A well-informed mind, he would 
say, is the best security against the contagion of 
folly and qf vice. The vacant mind is ever on the 
lEvatch for relief, and ready to plunge info error, to 
escape from the languor of idleness. Store it with 
ide^, teach it the pleasure of thinking ; and the 
temptations of the world without will be counter- 
acted by the gratifications derived from the world 
within. Thought and cultivation are necessary 
equally to the happiness 0^9 country aud a city li&«; 
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in the first they prevent the uneasy sensatiouB of 
indolence> and uiford a sublime pleasure in the 
ta«te they create for the beautiful and the grand ; 
in the latter they make dit>sipation less an object of 
necessity, and consequently of interebt. 

It was one of Etriiiy*s earliest pleasures to ramble 
among the scenes of nature ; nor was it in the soil 
and glowing landscape that she most delighted ; she 
loved more the wild wood walks that ^i^irted the 
jmountain ; and still more the mountain's stupend- 
ous recesses, where the silence and grandeur of soli- 
tude impressed a sacred awe upon her heart, and 
lifted her thoughts to the God of heaven akp 
£A RTH. In scenes like these she would often linger 
alope, wrapt in a melancholy charm, till the last 
gleam of day faded from the west ; till the lonely 
. sound of a sheep-bell, or the distant bark of a watch- 
dog, were all that broke the stillness of the evening. 
Then, the gloom of the woods ; the trembling qj^ 
their leaves, at intervals, in the breeze ; the bat, 
flitting on the twilight; the cottage- lights, now. 
seen and now lost — were circumstances that 
awakened her mind into effort, and led to enthu* 
siasm and poetry. 

Her favourite walk was to a little fishtDg-house 
* belonging to St. Aubert, in a wpody gl?n, on the 
margin of a riyulet that descended from cheFyrenees, 
and, after foaming among their rocks, wound jt^ 
silent way beneath the shades it reflected. Above 
the )voQds that screened this glen rose the Iqfty 
summits of the Pyrenees, whi^h often burst boldly 
on the eye through the glades below. Sometimedi 
the shattered face of a rock only was seen, crowned, 
with wild shrubs ; or a shepherd's cabin seated pn ^ 
cliff, overshadowed by dark cypress or waving ash. 
Emerging i'rom the deep recesses of the woods, the 
glade. opened to the distant landscape, wherat^Q 
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rich pastures and vine-covered slopes of Gascony 
gradually declined to the plains ; and there, on the 
winding shores of the Garonne, groves, and ham- 
lets, and villas — their outlines softened by distance 
—melted from the eye into one rich harmonious 
tint. 

This, too, was the favourite retreat of St. Aubert, 
to which he frequently withdrew from the fervour 
of noon, with his wife, his daughter, and his 
books ; or came at the sweet ^ening hour to wd« 
come the silent dusk, or to listen for the music 
of the nightingale. Sometimes, too, he brought 
music of his own, and atvakened every fair e^o 
with the tender accents of his oboe ; and often have 
the tones of Emily's voice drawn sweetness from the 
waves over which they trembled. 

It was in one of her excursions to this spot that 
•he observed the following lines written with a pen- 
cil on a part of the wainscot : 

SONNET. 

Go, pencil ! faithful to thy master's sighs I 

Go— tell the Goddess of this faiiy scene. 

When next her light steps wind these wood-walks green, 
Whence all his tears, his tender sorrows, rise: 

Ah ! paint her fonn, her soul-illumined eyes. 
The sweet expression of her pensive face, 
The light*ninff smile, the animated grace— 

Tbe portrait wefl the lover^s voice supplies; 

Speaks all his heart must feel, his tongue would say t 
Yet, ah ! not all his heart must sadly feel ! 
How oft the floweret's silken leaves conceal 

The drug that steals the vital spark away! 

And who that gazes on that angel-smile, 
l¥ould fear its charm, or think it could beguile ! 

Xbes^ lin^s were not inscribed to any person; 
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Emily ttierefore could not apply them to herself, 
though she was undoubtedly the nymph of these 
shades. Having glanced round the little circle of 
her acquaintance without being detained by a sus* 
picion as to whom they could be addressed, she 
was compelled to rest in uncertainty ; an uncertainty 
which would have been more painful to an idle 
mind than it was to hers. She had no leisure to 
suffer this circumstance, trifling at first, to swell 
into importance by frequent remembrance: the 
little vanity it had excitea ( for the incertitude which 
forbade her to presume upon having inspired the 
sonnet, forbade her also to disbelieve it), passed 
away, and the incident was dismissed from her 
thoughts amid her books, her studies, and the ex« 
€rcise of social charities. 

Soon after this period, her anxiety was awakened 
by the indisposition of her father, who was attacked 
with a fever; which, though not thought to be of 
a dangerous kind, gave a severe shock to his con- 
stitution. Madame St. Aubert and Emily attended 
him with unremitting care ; but his recovery was 
very slow, and» as he advanced towards health, Ma- 
dame seemed to decline. 

The first scene he visited, after he was well enough, 
to take the air, was his favourite fishing-house. A 
basket of provisions was sent thither, with books» 
and Emilys lute: for fishing-tackle he had no use, 
fior he never could find amusement in torturing or 
detroying. 

After employing himself for about an hour in 
botanizing, dinner was served. It was a repast, to 
which gratitude for being Again permitted to visit 
this spot gave sweetness; and family happiness 
once more smiled beneath these shades. Monsieur 
St. Aubert conversed with unusual cheerfulness; 
ev^ry object delighted his senses. The refreshing 
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pleasure from the first view of nature, afler the peiti 
of illness and the confinement of a sick chamber, 
10 above the conceptions, as well as the descriptions, 
€>f those in health; The green woods and pastures ; 
the flowery turf; the balmy ftir; the murmur of 
the limpid stream ; and even the hum of every little 
insect of the shade, seem to revivify the soul^ and 
make mere existence bliss. 

Madame St. Aubert, reanimated by the cheer- 
fulness and the recovery of her husband, was no 
longer sensible of the indisposition which bad lately 
oppressed her; and, as she sauntered along the 
wood-walks of this romantic glen, and conversed 
Ivith him and with her daughter, she of^en looked 
at them alternately with a degree of tenderness 
that filled her eyes with tears. St. Aubert observed 
this more than once, and gently reproved her for 
the emotion ; but she could only smUe, clasp his 
hand and that of Emily, and weep the more. He 
felt the tender enthusiasm stealing upon himself in, 
a degree that became almost painful ; his features 
assumed a serious air, and he could not forbear 
secretly sighing— -—^Perhaps I shall some time look 
back to these moments, as to the summit of my 
happiness, with hopeless regret. But let me not 
misuse them by useless anticipation ; let me hope I 
shall not live to mourn the loss of those who are 
dearer to me than life. 

To relieve, or perhaps to indulge, the pensive 
temper of his mina, he bade Emily fetch the lute she 
knew how to touch with such sweet pathos. As she 
drew near the fishing-house, she was surprised to 
hear the tones of the instrument, which were 
awakened by the hand of taste, and uttered a plain- 
tive air, whose exquisite melody engaged all her 
attention. She listened in profound silence, afraid 
tamove from the spot, lest the sound of her steps 
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stiould occasion her to lose a note of the edubIc, or 
should disturb the musician. Every thing without 
the building was Btill, and no person appeared. She 
continued to listen, till timidity succeeded tosurprise 
and delight; a timidity increased by a remembrance 
of the pencilled lines she had formerly seen> and 
she hesitated whether to proceed or to return. 

Whife she paused, the music ceased ; and after a 
moHientary hesitation she re-coliected courage to 
advance to the fishing-house, which she entered' 
with faltering steps, and found unoccupied ! Her 
lute lay on the table ; every thing seemed ondis- 
turbed, and she began to believe it was another 
instrument she had heard, till she remembered 
that when she followed M. and Madame St. Aubert 
from this spot her lute was left on the window- 
seat- She felt alarnied, yet knew not wherefore ; 
the melancholy gloom of evening, and the profound 
stillness of the place, interrupted only by the light 
trembling of leaves, heightened her tanciful appre* 
hensions, and she was desirous of quitting the 
building, but perceived herself grow faint, and sat 
down. As she tried to recover herself, the pen- 
cilled lines on the wainscot met her eye ; she started 
as if she had seen a stranger; but, endeavouring to 
conquer the tremour of her spirits, rose and went 
to the window To the lines before noticed she now* 
perceived that others wereadded, in which her name 
appeared. 

Though no longer suffered to doubt that thej 
were addressed to herself, she was as ignorant as 
before by whom they could be written. While sha 
mused, she thought she heard the sound of a step 
without the building ; and again alarmed, she caught 
up her lute and hurried away. Monsieur and Ma- 
dame St. Aubert shefound in a little path thut wound 
along the side9 of the glen. * 

VOL. X^V. (f 
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Having reached a green summit, shadowed by. 
palm-trees and overlooking the valleys and plains 
of Oascony, they seated themselves on the turf; and 
while their eyes wandered over the glorious scene, 
an^ they inhaled the sweet breath of flowers and 
herbs that enriched the grass, Emily played aind 
sung several of their favourite airs, with the delicacy 
of expression in which she so much excelled. 

Music and conversation detained them in this en- 
chanting spot till the sun's last light slept upon 
the plains ; till the white sails that glided beneath 
the mountains, where the Garonne wandered, be- 
came dim, and the gloom of evening stole over the 
landscape. It was a melancholy but not unpleasing 
gloom. iSt. Aubert and his family rose, and left the 
place with regret: alas I Madame St. Aubert knew 
not that she left it for ever. 

When they reached the fishing-house she missed 
her bracelet, and recollected that she had taken it 
from her arm after dinner, and had left it on the 
table when she went to walk. After a long search, 
in which Emily was very active, she was compelled 
to resign herself to the loss of it. What made this 
bracelet valuable to her, was a miniature of her 
daughter to which it was attached, esteemed a stri- 
king resemblance, and which had been painted only 
a few months before. When Emily was convinced 
that the bracelet was really gone, she blushed, and 
became thoughtful. That some stranger had been 
in the fishing-house during her absence, her lute 
and the additional lines of a pencil had already in- 
formed her. From the purport of these lines it was 
not unreasonable to believe that the poet, the mu- 
sician, and the thief, were the same person. But 
though the music she. had heard, the written lines 
she had seen, and the disappearance of the picture, 
formed a combination of circumstances very remark- 
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able^ she was irresistibly restrained from mention- 
iog them ; secretly determining, howeTer, never 
i^in to vi^it the fishing-house without Monsieur or 
Madame St. Aabert. 

They returned pensively to the chateau, Emily 
musing on the incident which had just occurred ; 
St. Aubert reflecting with placid gratitude on the 
blessings he possessed ; and Madame St. Aubert 
somewhat disturbed and perplexed by the loss of 
her daughter's picture. As they drew near the house 
they observed an unusual bustle about it ; the sound 
of voices was distinctly heard ; servants and horses 
were seen passing between the trees ; and at length 
the wheels of a carriage rolled along. Having 
come within view of the front of the chateau, a 
landau with smoking horses appeared on the little 
lawn before it. St. Aubert perceived the liveries 
of his brother-in-law, and in the parlour he found 
Monsieur and Madame Quesnel already entered. 
They had lefl Paris some days before, and were on 
the way to their estate, only ten leagues distant 
from La Valine, and which Monsieur Quesnel had 
purchased several years before of St. Aubert. This 
gentleman was the only brother of Madame St« 
Aubert ; but the ties of relationship having never 
been strengthened by congeniality of character, the 
intercourse between them had not been frequent. 
M. Quesnel had lived altogether ih the world: his 
aim had beecr consequence ; splendour was the object 
of his taste ; and his address and knowledge of 
character had carried him forward to the attainment 
of almost all that he had courted. By a man of 
such a disposition, it is not surprising that the 
virtues of St. Aubert should be overlooked; orth^t 
his pure taste, simplicity, and moderated wishes, 
were considered as marks of a weak intellect and of 
confined views. The marriage of bis sister with S(« 

C2 
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Aubert had been mortifying to his ambition; for 
he had designed that the matrimonial connexion she 
formed should assist him to attain the consequence 
which he so much desired ; and some offers were 
made her by persons whose rank and fortune flatter- 
. ^d his warmest hope. But his sister, who was then 
addressed also by 8t. Aubert, perceived, or thought 
she perceived, that happiness and splendour were 
not the same ; and she did not hesitate to forgo the 
last for the attainment of the former. Whether 
Monsieur Quesnel thought them the same, or not, 
be would readily have sacrificed his sister's peace to 
the gratification of his own ambition ; and, on her 
marriage with St. Aubert, expressed in private his 
contempt of* her spiritless conduct, and of the con* 
nexion which it permitted. Madame St. Aubert, 
chough she concealed this insult from her husband, 
felt, perhaps for the first time, ref^ntment lighted 
in her heart ; and. though a regard for her own 
dignity, united with considerations of prudence, 
restrained her expression of this resentment, there 
was ever after a mild reserve in her manner towards 
M. Quesnel, which he both understood and felt. 

In his own marriage he did not follow his sister's 
example. His lady was an Italian, and an heiress, 
by birth ; and, by nature and education, was a vain 
and frivolous woman. ' 

They now determined to pass the night with St. 
Aubert ; and as the chateau was not large enough 
to iiccommodate their servants, the latter were dis- 
missed to the neighbouring village. When the first 
compliments were over? and the arrangements for 
the night made, M. Quesnel began the display of 
his intelligence and connexions ; while St. Aubert, 
who had been long eilough in retirement to find . 
these topics recommended by their novelty, listened 
wub a degree of patience aud utteQtion which hi% 
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Ejest mistook for the humility of wonder. The 
tter, indeed, described the few festivities which 
the turbulence of that period permitted to the court 
of Henry the Third, with a minuteness that 8ome« 
what recompensed for his ostentation; but when he 
came to speak of the character of the Duke of 
Joyeuse, of a secret treaty which he knew to be ne- 

fotiating with the Forte, and of the light in which 
[enry of Navarre was received, M. St. Aubert re« 
collected enough of his former experience to be 
assured that his guest could be only of an inferior 
class of politicians ; and that, from the importance 
of the subjects upon which he committed himself, 
he .could not be of the rank to which he pretended 
to belong. The opinions delivered by M. Quesnel 
were such as Str Aubert forbore to reply to; for he 
knew that his guest had neither humanity to feel, 
nor discernment to perceive, what is just. 

Madame Quesnel, meanwhile, was expressing to 
Madame St. Aubert her astonishment that she could 
befir to pass her life in this remote comer of the 
world, as she called it, and describingi from a wish 
probably of exciting envy, the splendour of the ballsy 
banquets, and processions, which had just beea 

B'ven by the court in honour of the nuptials of the 
uke de Joyeuse with Margaretta of Lorrain, the 
lister of the Queen. She described with equal mi- 
nuteness the magnificence she had seen, and that 
from which she had been excluded: while Emily's 
vivid fancy, as she listened with the ardent curiosity 
of youth, heightened the scenes she heard of; and 
Madame St. Aubert, looking on her family, felt, as 
a tear stole to her eye, that though splendour may 
grace happiness, virtue only can bestow it. 

It is now twelve years, St. Aubert, said M. Ques« 
nel, since I purchased your &mily estate. — Some- 

C3 
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irbere thereabout, replied St. Aubert, suppressing 
« sigh. It is near five years since I have been there, 
resumed Quesnel ; for Paris and its neighbourhood is 
the only place in the world to live in ; and I am so 
immersed in politics, and have so many affairs of 
moment on my bands, that I find it difficult to steal 
away even for a month or two. St. Aubert remain- 
ing silent, M, Quesnel proceeeded : I have sometimes 
wondered how you, who have lived in the capital 
and have been accustomed to company, can exist 
elsewhere ;— ^especially in so remote a country as 
this, where you can neither hear nor see any things 
and can, in short, be scarcely conscious of life. 

I live for my family and myself, said St. Aubert. 
I am now contented to know only happiness — ^fbr- 
, luerly I knew life. 

I me^n to expend thirty or fort)N thousand. I ivres 
on improvements, said M. Quesnel, without seeni'^ 
lag to notice tbe«words of St. Aubert ; for I design 
next summer to bring here my i'ricnds the Duke 
de Durefort and the Marquis Rauiont, to pass a 
month or two with me. To St. Auhert's inquiry 
as to these intended improvements, he replied that 
he should take down the old east wing of the cha* 
teau, and raise upon the site a set o( stables. Then 
I shall build, said he, a salle a manger^ a salon, a salle 
Qu commune^ and a number of rooms for servants ;. 
for at present there is not accommodation for a third 
part of my own people. 

It accommodated our father's household, said Sf • 
Aubert, — grieved that the old mansion was to be 
^hus improved, — and that was not a small one. 

Our notions are somewhat enlarged since those 
days, «aid M. QueSnel : what was then thought a 
decent style of living would not now be endured. — 
^ven the calm St. Aubert blushed at th^se words ; 
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but his anger soon yielded to contempt.— -The 

f round about the chateau is encumbered with trees; 
mean to cut some of them down. 
Cut down the trees too ! said St. Aubert. 
Certainly — Why should I not? they interrupt my 
prospects. There is a chesnut which spreads its 
branches before the whole south side of the chateaU| 
and which is so ancient that they tell me the hollow 
of its trunk will hold a dozen men: your enthusiasm 
will scarcely contend that there can be either use or 
beauty in such a sapless old tree as this ? 

GoodGod! exclaimed St. Aubert; yousurelywill 
not destroy that noble chesnut, which has flourished 
for centuries the glory of the estate ! it was in its 
maturity when the present mansion was built. 
How often, in my youth, have I climbed among its 
broad branches, and sat embowered amidst a world 
of leaves, while the heavy shower has pattered above, 
'and not a rain-drop reached me ! How often have I 
sat with my book m my hand, sometimes reading, 
and sometimes looking out between the branches 
upon the wide landscape and setting sun, till twi- 
light came, and brought the birds home to their 

little nests among the leaves ! How often but 

pardon me, added St. Aubert, recollecting that he 
was speaking to a man who could neither compre- 
hend nor allow for his feelings, I am talking of 
times and feelings as old-fashioned as the taste that 
would spare that venerable tree. 

It will certainly come down, said M. Quesnel : I 
believe I shall plant some Lombardy poplars among 
the clumps of chesnut that I shall leave of the 
avenue : Madame Quesnel is partial to the poplar, 
and tells me how much it adorns a villa ot her 
uncle not far from Venice. 

On the banks of the Brenta, indeed, continued 
St. Auberty where its spiry form is intermingled 
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with the pine and the cypress, and where it plaja 
over light and elegant porticoes and colonnades, it 
unquestionably adorns the scene; but among the 
giants of the forest, and near a heavy Gothic man- 
sion— - 

Well, my good Sir, said M. Quesnel, I will not 
dispute with you ; you must return to Paris before 
our ideas can at all agree. But h propos of Venice ; 
I have some thoughts of going thither next sum- 
mer ; events may call me to take possession of that 
same villa, too, which they tell me is the most 
charming that can be imagined. In that case I 
shall leave the improvements I mention to another 
year ; and I may perhaps be tempted to stay some 
time in Italy. 

Emily was somewhat surprised to hear him talk 
of being tempted to remain abroad, afler he had 
mentioned his presence to be so necessary at Paris 
that it was with difficulty he could steal away for. a 
month or two : but St. Aubert understood the self- 
importance of the man too well to wonder at this 
trait ; and the possibility that these projected im-« 
provements might be deferred, gave him a hope 
that they might never take place. 

Before they separated for the night, M. Quesnel 
desired to speak with St. Aubert alone; and they 
retired to another room, wher^ they remained a 
considerable time. The subject of this conversation 
was not known : but, whatever it might be, St. 
Aubert, when he returned to the supper-room, 
. seemed itiuch disturbed ; and a shade of sorrow 
sometimes fell upon his features that alarmed Ma- 
• dame St. Aubert. When they were alone, she was 
tempted to inquire tl^e occasion of it ; but the deli- 
cacy of mind which, had ever appeared in his con- 
duct, restrained her : she considered that, if St. 
Aubert wv3h<&4 her to be acquainted with the subject 
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6t his concern^ he -would not wait (or her in- 
quiries. 

On the fbllowiog day, before M. Quetnel depart- 
edf he had a second conference with St. Aubert. 

The guests, after dining at the chateau, set out 
in the cool of the day for EpourviUe, whither they 
gave him and Madame St. Auberc a pressing invita* 
tion, prompted rather by the vanity of displaying 
their splendour, than by a wish to make their friends 
banpy. 

Emiiy returned, with delight, to the liberty which 
their presence had restrained — to her books, her 
walks, and the rational conversation of M. and Ma- 
dame St. Aubert, who seemed to rejoice no less that 
they were delivered from the shackles which arro- 
gance and frivolity had imposed. 

Madame St. Aubert excused herself from sharing 
their usual evening walk, complaining that she was 
not quite well ; and St. Aubert and Emily went out 
together. 

They chose a walk towards the mountains, in- 
tending to visit some old pensioners of St. Aubert, 
whom, from his very moderate income, he contrived 
to support ; though it is probable M. Quesnel, with 
his very large one, could not have afforded this. 

After distributing to his pensioners their weekly 
stipends — listening patiently to the complaints of 
some, redressing the grievances of others, and soft- 
ening the discontents of all by the look of sympathy 
and the smile of benevolence — St. Aubert returned 
home through the woods, 

,.-.,.. where 
At fall of eve, the fairy people throng. 
In wioiis games «nd revelry to pass 
*the iummer ni^t, as viilo^ stories tell. 

Thqkson, 
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The evening gloom of woods was always delight- 
ful to me, said St. Aubert, whose mind now expe- 
rienced the sweet calm which results from the con- 
sciousness of having done a beneficent action, and 
which disposes it to receive pleasure from every sur- 
rounc^ing object : I remember that in my youth this 
gloom used to call forth to my fancy a thousand 
fairy visions and romantic images ; and I own I am 
not yet wholly insensible of that high enthusiasm 
which wakes the poet*s dream : I can linger with 
solemn steps under the deep shades, send' forward 
a transforming eye into the distant obscurity, and 
listen with thrilling delight to the mystic murmur- 
ing of the woods. 

O my dear father, said Emily, while a sudden tear 
started to her eye, how exactly you describe what I 
bave felt so often, and which I thought nobody had 
ever felt but myself! But, hark ! here comes the 
sweeping sound over the wood-tops — Now it dies 
away. How solemn the stillness that succeeds ! Now 
the breeze swells again ! It is like the voice of some 
supernatural being— the voice of the spirit of the 
woods, that watches over them by night. Ah ! what 
light is yonder ? — But it is gone ! — and now it 
gleams again, near the root of that large chesnut : 
look. Sir ! 

Are yousuch an admirer of nature, said St. Aubert, 
and so little acquainted with her appearances, as not 
to know that for the glow-worm ? But come, added 
he gaily, step a little further, and we shall see fairies 
perhaps ; they are often companions, The glow- 
worms lends his light, and they in return charm him 
with music and the dance. Do you see nothing trip- 
ping yonder ? 

Emily laughed. Well, my dear Sir, said shei since 
you allow of this alliance, I may venture to Qwn I 
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have-anticipated you ; and almost dare venture to 
repeat some verses I made one evening in these very 
woods. 

Nay, replied St. Aubert, dismiss the almost^ and 
venture quite : let us hear what vagaries fancy has 
been playing in your mind. If she has given you 
one of her spells, you need not envy thoi^e of the 
fairies. 

If it is strong enough to enchant your judge- 
ment, Sir, said Emily, while I disclose her images,- 
I need no^ envy them. The lines go in a sort of 
tripping measure, which I thought might suit the 
subject well enough ; but I fear they are too ir«^ 
regular. 



THE GLOW-WORM. 



Hbiw pleasant is the green-wood's deep-matted sbade 
On aimd-sumnier*8 eve, when the fresh rain is o*er ; 

When the yellow beams slope, and sparkle through the gkde^ 
And swinly in the thin air die light swallows soar ! 

But sweeter, sweeter stiU, when the sun sinks to rest, 
And twilight comes on, with the fairies so gay « 

Trippng through the forest-walk, where flowers, unprest. 
Bow not their tail heads beneaUi thdr frolic play. 

To music*s softest sounds they dance away the hour, 
TiU moon-light steals down among the trembling leaves^ 

And chequers all the ground, and guides them to the bower. 
Tile loog4iaunted bowar, where the nightingale grieves. 

Tben'no more they dance, till her sad song is done, 
But, silent as the night, to her mourning attend; 

And often as her dying notes their pity have won, 
They vow all her sacred haunts from mortals to defend. 

When down among the mountains sinks the evening star, 
And the changing moon forsakes this shadowy sphere, 

How cheerless wouKl they be, though they fairies are, 
If I, with my pale light, came not nearl 
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TA cki^kss though th«y*d be, they're unffniteful to my lonit 
for often, when the traveller *• bemghtea on his way. 

And I glimmer in his path, and would guide him through the grote. 
They bind me in thdr magic spells to lead him &r astray ; 

And in the mire to leave him, till the stars are all burnt out ; 

While in strange-looking shapes they frisk about the ground, 
And afar in the woods they ruse a dismal shout, 

IIU I shrink huto my cdQ again for terror of dbe touiid ! 

Bvt, see where all the tiny elves come dancing in a ring. 
With the merry merry pipe^ and the tabor« and the horn. 

And the timbrel so clear, and the lut« with dulcet string ; 
Then round about the oak they go till peeping of the mom* 

JX>wn yonder glade twb lovers steal, to shun the iaiiy queen. 
Who frowns upon their plighted vows, and jealous is of me^ 

That yester-eve I ligfhted tnem, alon^ the dewy green. 
To seek the purple flower whose juice from all her spells can fras* 

And now to punish me, she keeps afar her jocund band, 
With the merry merry pipe, and the tabor, and the lute : 

If I creep near yonder oak she will wave her fairy wand. 
And to me the dance will cease, and the music all be mute. 

O ! had I but that purple flower whose leaves her charms can foil, 
And knew like mys to draw the juice, and throw it on the windy 

I*d be her slave no longer, nor the traveller beguile^ 
Andiielp all fhithful lovers, nor fear the faizy kind ! 

But soon the vajwur of the woods will wander afar, 
' And the fickle moon will fade, and the stars disappear ; 
Then* cheerless will they be, though they fairies ar^ 
If I, with my pale light, come not near! 

Whatever St. Aubert might think of the stanzas, 
he would not deny his daughter the pleasure of be- 
lieving that he approved them ; and having given 
his commendation he sunk into a reverie, and thejr 
fralked on in silence. 

...... A fidnt erroneous ra^, 

Glanced from the imperfect surfaces ot things. 
Flung half an image on the straining eye ; 
While waving woods, and villages, and streams, 
And rocks, and mountain-tops, that long retain 
The ascending gleam, are all one swimming scenes 
UacQrtain if Seaeld. 

Tnoxsoif* 
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' St. Aubert continued siient till he reached the 
chateau, where his wife had retired to her chamben 
The languor and dejection that had lately oppressed 
her» and which the exertion called forth bjr the ar- 
rival of her guests had suspended, now returned 
with increased effect. On the following day sVm** 
ptoms of fever appeared ; and St. Aubert, having 
sent for medical advice, learned that her disorder 
was a fever of the same nature as that from which 
he had lately recovered. She had, indeed, taken 
the infection during her attendance upon him ; and 
her constitution being too weak to throw out the 
disease immediately, it had hirked in her veins, And 
occasioned the heavy languor of which she had 
complained* St. ACibert, whose anxiety for hi» 
wife overcame every other consideration, detained 
the physician in his house. He remembered the 
feelings and the reflections that had called a mo- 
mentary gloom upon his mind, on the day when he 
had last visited the fishing-house in coitipany with 
Madame St. Aubert, and he now admitted a pre- 
sentiment that this illness would be a fatal one. 
But he effectually concealed this from her and from 
his daughter, whom he endeavoured to reanimate 
nHth hopes that her constant assiduities would not 
be unavailing. The physician, when asked by St. 
Aubert for his opinion of the disorder, replied that 
the event of it depended upon circumstances which 
be could not ascertain. Madame St. Aubert seem- 
ed to have formed a more decided one ; but her 
c^es only gave hints of this. She frequently fixed 
them upon her anxious friends with an expression 
of pity and of tenderness, as if she anticipated the 
sorrow that awaited them, and that seemed to S9y, 
it was for their sakes only, for their sufferings, that 
she regretted life. On the seventh day the disorder 
was at its crisis.' The physician assumed a graver 

^ VOL. XLV. D 
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maanet) which she observed, and took occasion, 
when her family had once quitted the chamber, to 
tell him that she perceived her death was approach- 
ing. Do not attempt to deceive me, said she ; I 
feel that I cannot long survive : I am prepared for 
the event — I have long, I hope, been preparing for 
it. Since I have not long to live, do not suffer a 
mistaken compassion to induce you to flatter my 
family with false hopes. If you do, their affliction 
will only be the heavier when it arrives : I will en- 
deavour to teach them resignation by my example* 
The physician was affected: he promised to obey 
her, and told St. Aubert somewhat abruptly that 
there was nothing to expect. The latter was not 
philosopher enough to restrain his feelings when he 
received this information ; but a consideration of 
the increased affliction which the observance of his 
grief would occasion his wife, enabled him, after 
some time, to command himself in her presence* 
Emily was at first overwhelmed with the intelli- 
gence ; then, deluded by the strength of her wishes» 
a hope sprung up in her mind that her mother would 
yet recover, and to this she pertinaciously adhered 
almost to the last hour. 

^ The progress of this disorder was marked, on the 
si^e of Madame St. Aubert, by patient suffering 
and subjected wishes. The composure with which 
she awaited her death could be derived only from 
the retrospect of a life governed, as far as human 
frailty permits, by a consciousness of being always 
in the presence of the Deity, and by the hope of a 
higher world. But her piety could not entirely 
subdue the grief of parting from those whom she. 
so dearly loved. During these her last hours she 
conversed much with St. Aubert and Emily on the 
prospect of futurity, and other religious topics. The 
resignation she expressed, with Uie ^m hope of 
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meeting in a future world the friends she left in 
this, and the effort which sometimes appeared to 
conceal her sorrow at this temporary separation^ 
frequently affected St. Aubert so much as to oblige 
him to leave the room. Having indulged his tears 
awhile, he would dry them, and return to the cham- 
ber with a countenance composed by an endeavour 
which did but increase his grief. 

Never had Emily felt the importance of the les- 
sons which had taught her to restrain her sensibility^ 
so much as in these moments, and never had she 
practised them with a triumph so cpmplete. But 
when the last was over, she sunk at once under the 
pressure of her sorrow, and then perceived that it 
was hope, as well as fortitude, which had hitherto 
supported her. St. Aubert was for a time too de-^ 
voia of comfort himself to bestow any on his daugh-^ 
ter. 
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CHAPTER II. 

I could a tale unfold, whose ligfatett word 
Would harrow up thy bouL 

SBAItSFXA&X. 

Madame St. Aubert was interred in the neigh* 
bouring village church : her husband and daughter 
attended her to the grave, followed by a long train 
of the peasantry, who were sincere mourners of this 
excellent woman. 

On his return from the funeral, St.^ Aubert shut 
himself in his chamber. When he came forth, it 
was with a serene countenance, though pale in sor- 
row. He gave orders that his family should attend 
him« Emily only was absent ; who, overcome with 
the scene she had just witnessed, had retired to her 
closet to weep alone. St. Aubert followed her thi- 
ther : he took her hand in silence, while she conti- 
nued to weep; and it was some moments before he 
could so far command his voice as to speak. It 
trembled while he said, My Emily,! am going to 
prayers with my family; you will join us. We must 
ask support from above. — -Where else ought we to. 
seek it — ^where else can we find it ? 

Emily checked her tears, and followed her father 
to the parlour, where the servants being assembled, 
St. Aubert read, in a low apd solemn voice, the 
Evening Service, and added a prayer for the soul 
of the departed. During this, his voice often fal- 
tered, his tears fell upon the book, and at length h« 
pausedi But the sublime emotions of pure devo(ioi) 
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gradually elevated his views above this world, and 
iinally brought comfort to his heart. 

When the service was ended, and the servanta 
were withdrawn, he tenderly kissed Emily, and said, 
I have endeavoured to teach you, from your earliest 
youth, the duty of self-command ; I have pointed 
out to you the great importance of it through life» 
not only as it preserves us in the various and dan- 
gerous temptations that call us from rectitude and 
virtue, but as it limits the indulgences which are 
termed virtuous, yet which, extended beyond a cer- 
tain boundary, are vicious, for their consequence i^ 
eviL All excess is vicious ; even that sorrow which 
is amiable in its origin, becomes a selfish and un- 
just passion, if indulged at the expense of our du-^ 
ties : by our duties I mean what we owe to our- 
selves, as well as to others. The indulgence of 
excessive grief enervates the mind, and almost in- 
capacitates it for again partat^ing of those various 
innocent enjoyments which a benevolent God de- 
signed to be the sunshine of our lives. My dear 
Emily, recollect and practise the precepts I have 
so often given you, and which your own experience 
has so often shown you to be wise. 

Your sorrow is useless. Do not receive this aa 
merely a common-place remark, but let reason 
therefore restrain sorrow. I would not annihilate 
your feelings, my child, I would only teach you to 
command diem ; for whatever may be the evils re- 
sulting from a too susceptible heart, nothing can 
be hoped from an insensible one ; that, on the other 
hand, is all vice — ^vicfe, of which the deformity ia 
not softened, or the effect consoled for, by any 
semblance or possibility of good. You know my 
sufferings, and are therefore convinced that mine 
are not the light words which, on these occasions,^ 
ar^ 90 often repeated (o destroy ever^ th^ 8,o\irce^ 
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of honestemotioiiy or which merely display the aelf^ 
ish ostentation of a false philosophy. I will shovir 
Qiy Emily that I can practise what I advice. I have 
said thus much, because I cannot bear to see you 
wasting in useless sorrow, for want of that resistance 
which is due from mind ; and 1 have not said it till 
now, because there is a period when all reasoning^ 
must yield to nature ; that is past : and another, 
when excessive indulgence, having sunk into habit, 
weighs down the elasticity of the spirits so as to 
yonder conquest nearly impossible ; that is to come. 
You, my Emily, will show that you are willing to 
•void it, 

Emily smiled through her tears upon her father ; 
pear Sir^ said she, and her voice trembled ; she 
would have added, I will show myself worthy of 
beii)^ your daughter ; but a mingled emotion of 
gratitude, affection, and grief, overcame her« St. 
Aubert suffered her to weep without interruption,' 
and then began to talk on common topics. 

The first person who came to condole with St. 
Aubert was a M. Barreaux, an austere and seem-> 
ingly unfeeling man. A taste for botany had intro- 
duced them to each other, for they had frequently, 
met in their wanderings among the mountains. 
M* Barreaux had retired from the world, and al-^ 
most from society, to live in a pleasant chateau on 
the skirts of the woods near La Valine. He also 
had been disappointed in his opinion of mankind ; 
but he did not, like St. Aubert, pity and mourn 
for them ; he felt more indignation at ^heir vices,^ 
than compassion for their weaknesses. 

St. Aubert was somewhat surprised to^ee him ; 
for, though he had often pressed him to come to 
the chateau, he had never till now accepted the 
invitation : and now he came without ceremony or 
r.seive; entering the parlour as an old friend. Ih^ 
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daims of misfortune appeared to have softened 
down all the ruggedness and prejudices of his heart* 
St. Aubert unhappy, seemedto be the sole idea that 
occupied his mind. It was in manners, more than 
in words, that he appeared to sympathize with his 
friends: he spoke little on the subject of their 
grief;, but the minute attention he save them^ 
and the modulated voice and softeqed look that 
accompanied it, came from his heart, and spojke to 
theirs. 

At this melancholy period St. Aubert was like* 
wise visited by Madame Cheron, his only surviving 
sister, who had been some years a widow, and now 
resided on her own estate near Thoulouse. The 
intercourse between them had not been very fre- 
qaent. In her condolements, words were not want- 
ing; she understood not the magic of the look that 
speaks at once to the soul, or the voice that sinks 
like balm to the heart : but she assured St. Aubert 
that she sincerely sympathized with him ; praised 
the virtues of his late wife, and then offered what 
she considered to be consolation. Emily wept un- 
ceasingly while she spoke; St. Aubert was tranquil, 
listened to what she said in silence, and then turned 
the discourse upon another subject. 

At parting, she pressed him and her niece to make 
her an early visit. Change of placciwill aniuse you, 
said she; and it is^ wrong to give way to grief. 
St. Aubert acknowledged the truth of these words 
of course ; but at the same time felt more reluc- 
tant than ever to quit the spot which his past hap- 
piness had consecrated. The presence of his wife 
nad sanctified every surrounding scene ; and each 
day, as it gradually softened the acuteness of his 
suffering, assisted the tender enchantment that 
bound him to home. 
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But there are calls which must be complied withy 
and of this kind was the visit he paid to his brother** 
inolaw M. Quesnel. An afiair of an interesting 
nature made it necessary that he should delay the 
visit no longer ; and, wishing to rouse Emily from 
her dejection, he took her with him to Epour^ 
ville. 

As the carriage entered upon the forest that ad- 
joined his paternal domain, his eyes once more 
caught, between the chesnut avenue, the turreted 
corners of the chateau. He sighed to think of what 
bad parsed since he was last there, and that it was 
now the property of a man who neither revered nor 
valued it. At length he entered the avenue, whose 
lofty trees had so often delighted him when a boy, 
and whose melancholy shade was now so congenial 
with the tone of his spirits. Every feature of the 
edifice, distinguished by an air of heavy grandeur, 
appeared successively between the branches of the 
trees — the broad turret, the arched gateway that 
led into the courts, the drawbridge, and the dry foss6 
which surrounded the whole. 

The sound of carrriage wheels brought a troop of 
servants to'the great gate, where St. Aubert alighted, 
and from which he led Emily into the Gothic hall, 
now no longer hung with the arms and ancient 
banners of the family. These were displaced, and 
the old wainscoting, and beams that crossed the 
roof, were painted white. The large table, too, that 
used to stretch along the upper end of the hall, 
where the master of the mansion loved to display 
his hospitality, and whence the peal of laughter 
and the song of conviviality had so often resound- 
ed^ was now removed ; even the benches that had 
surrounded the hall were no longer there. The 
heav^ walls were hung with frivolous ornaments^ 
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«nd ev€ry thing that appeared denoted the falHe 
taste and corrupted sentiments of the present 
owner. 

St. Aubert followed a gay Parisian servant to a 
parlour, where sat Monsieur and Madame Quesnel, 
who received him with a stately politeness, and» 
after a few formal words of condolement, seemed to 
have forgotten that they ever had a sister. 

Emily felt tears swell in her eyeSi and then re* 
sentment checked them. St. Aubert, calm and de- 
liberate, preserved his dignity without assuming im- 
portance, and Quesnel was depressed by his presence 
without exactly knowing wherefore. 

After some general conversation, St. Aubert re- 
quested to speak with him alone ; and Emily, being 
lefb with Madame Quesnel, soon learned that a large 
party was invited to dine at the chateau, and was 
compelled to hear that nothing which was past and 
irremediable ought to prevent the festivity of the 
present hour. 

St. Aubert, when he was told that company were 
expected, felt a mixed emotion of disgust and indig- 
nation against the insensibility of Quesnel, which 
prompted him to return home immediately. But he 
was. informed that Madame Cheron had been asked 
to meet him ; and when he looked at Emily, and 
considered that a time might come when the enmity 
of her uncle would be prejudicial to her, he deter- 
mined not to incur it himself, by conduct which 
would be resented as indecorous, by the very persons 
who now showed so little sense of decorum. 

Among the visitors assembled at dinner were two 
Italian gentlemen, of whom one was named Montoni, 
a distant relation of Madame Quesnel, a man about 
forty, of an uncommonly handsome person, with 
features manly and ejcpressive, but whose ooa|it0* 
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pance exhibited, upon the whole, more of the haugb- 
tjness of command, and the quickness of discern- 
xnent, tb^n of any other cbaracten 
. Signer Cavigni, his friend, appeared to be about 
thirty — inferior m dignity, but equal to him in pe- 
netration of countenance, and superior in insinua- 
tion of manner. 

Emily was shocked by the salutation with which 
Madame Cheron met her father — Dear brother,said 
she, I am concerned to see you look so very ill; do, 
pray, have advice! St. Aubert answered with a 
melancholy smile, that he felt himself much as 
usual : but Emily's fears made her now fancy that 
her father looked worse than he really did. 

Emily would have been amused by the new cha* 
racters she saw, and the varied conversation that 
passed during dinner, which was served in a style of 
splendour she had seldom seen before, had her spirits 
been less oppressed. Of the guests. Signer Montoni 
was lately from Italy, and he spoke of the commo- 
tions which at that period agitated the country ; 
talked of party-differences with warmth, and then 
lamented the probable consequences of tlie tumults. 
His friend spoke, with equal ardour, of the politics 
of his country ; praised the government axul pro- 
sperity of Venice, and boasted of its decided supe- 
riority over all the other Italian states. He then 
turned to the ladies, and talked with the same elo- 
quence of Parisian fashions, the French opera, and 
French manners ; and on the latter subject he did 
not fail to mingle what is so particularly agreeable 
to French taste. The flattery was not detected by 
those to whom it was addressed, though its effects 
in producing submissive attention did not escape his 
observation. When he could disengage himself from 
the lussiduities. of the other ladies, he sometimes ad- 
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dressed Emily: but she knew nothing of Parisian 
fashions, of Parisian operas ; and her modesty, sim* 
plicity, and correct manners, formed a decided coji« 
trast to those of her female companions. 

After dinner, St. Aubert stole from the room to 
view once more the old chesnut which Quesnel talk- 
ed of cutting down. As he stood under its shade^ 
and looked up among its branches, still luxuriant^ 
and saw here and there the blue sky trembling be- 
tween them, the pursuits and events of his .early 
days crowded fast to his mind, with the figures and 
characters of friends — long since gone from' the 
earth ! and he now felt himself to be almost an in* 
sulated being, with nobody but his Emily for his 
heart to turn to. 

He stood lost amid the scenes of years which fancy 
called up, till the succession closed with the picture 
of his dying wife; and he started away, to forget it, 
if possible, at the social board. 

St. Aubert ordered his carriage at an early hour, 
and Emily observed that he was more than usually 
silent and dejected on the way home ; but she con- 
sidered this to be the effect of his visit to a place 
which spoke so eloquently of former times, nor sus- 
pected that he had a cause of grief which he con- 
cealed from her. 

On entering the chateau she felt more depressed 
than ever, for she more than ever missed the pre- 
sence of that dear parent, who, whenevershehadbeen 
from home, used to welcome her return with smiles 
and fondness : now all was silent and forsaken ! 

But what reason and effort may fail to do, timd 
effects : week after week passed away, and each, a» 
it passed, stole something from the harshness of her 
affli^fion, till it was mellowed to that tendemessr 
which the feeling heart cherishes as sacred. St* 
Aubert, on the contrary, visibly declined in healths 



36 MYSTERIES Otf tlDOtPfld. 

though Emily, who had been $o constantly with 
him, was almost the last person who observed it. 
His constitution had never recovered from the ]at« 
attack of the fever ; and the succeeding shock it 
received from Madame St. Aubert's death had pro- 
duced its present infirmity. His physician now or* 
dered him to travel ; for it was perceptible thatsor* 
row had seized upon his nerves, weakened as they 
had been by the preceding illness; a variety of scene^ 
it was probable, would, by amusing his mind, re« 
store them to their proper tone. 

For some days Emily was occupted in prepare** 
tions to attend him ; and he, by endeavours to di- 
minish his expenses at home during the journey—- 
a purpose which determined him at length to clis* 
tniss his domestics. Emily seldom opposed her fa- 
ther's wishes by questions or remonstrances, or she 
would now have asked why he did 'not take a ser- 
vant, and have represented that his infirm health 
made one almost necessary. But when, on the eve 
of their departure, she found that he had dismissed 
Jaques, Francis, and Mary, and detained only The- 
resa, the old housekeeper, she was extrenieiy 8ur« 
prised, and ventured to ask his reason for having 
done so. To save expenses, my dear, he replied : — 
we are going on an expensive excursion. 

The physician had prescribed thb air of Langue- 
doc and Provence ; and St. Auoert determined 
therefore to travel leisurely along the shores of the 
Mediterranean, towards Irovence. 

They retired early to their chamber on the night 
before their departure: but Emily had a few books 
and other things to collect, and the clock had struck 
tweWe before she had finished, or had remembered 
that some of her drawing instruments, which she 
meant to take with her, were in* the parlour below. 
As«he went to fetch thesei^ she passed her father* 
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fOom, and perceiving the door half open, concluded 
that he was in his study ; for, since the death of 
Madame St» Aubert, it had been frequently iiis cus- 
tom to rise from his restless bed, and go thither to 
compose his mind. When she was below stairs she 
looked into this room, but without finding him; 
and as she returned to her chamber, she tapped at 
hia door, and receiving no answer, stepped soflly 
in, to be certain whether he was there. 

The room was dark, butalight glimmered through 
acme panes of glass that were placed in the upper 
part of a closet-door. £mily believed her father to 
t>e in the closet, and, surprised that he was up at so 
late4in hour, apprehended he was unwell, and was 
going to inquire ; but considering that her suddea 
appearance at this hour might alarm him, she re* 
moved her light to the staircase, and then stepped 
0ofUy to the closet* On looking through the panes 
of glass, she saw him seated at a small table, with 
papers before him, some of which he was reading 
with deep attention and interest, during which he ; 
often wept and sobbed aloud. Emily, who had 
come to the door to learn whether her father was il]» 
wad now detained there by a mixture of curiosity 
and tenderness. She could not witness his sorrote 
without being anxious to know the subject of it; 
and she therefore continued to observe him in si- 
lence, concluding that those papers were letters of 
her late inother. Presently he Jkneeled down, andj 
with a look so solemn as she had seldom seen him 
assume, and which was mingled with a certain wild 
expression, that partook more of horror than of any 
olner' character, he prayed silently for a consider^- 
able time. 

When he rose, a ghastly paleness was on his couiv* 
tenance. Emily was hastily retiring ; but she saw 
hinvturn again to t^e papers, and she stopped* He 
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took from among them a small case, and from thence 
a miniature picture. The rays of Jight fell strongly 
upon it, and she perceived it to be that of a lady, 
but not of her mother. 

St. Aubert gazed earnestly and tenderly upon this 
portrait, put it to his lips, and then to his heart, 
and sighed with a convulsive force. Emily could 
scarcely believe what she saw to be real. She never^ 
knew till now that he had a picture of any other 
lady than her mother, much less that he bad oila 
which he evidently valued so highly ; but having 
looked repeatedly, to be certain that it was not the 
resemblance of Madame St. Aubert, she became en- 
tirely convinced that it was designed for that of 
some other person. * 

At length St. Aubert returned the picture in its 
case ; and Emily, recollecting that she was intru- 
ding upon his private sorrowSi softly withdrew from 
the chamber. 
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CHAPTER III. 

O how canst thou renounce the boundless store 

Of charms which nature toiicr votary yields? 

Tlie warbling woodland, tlie resounding shore, 

The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields ; 

All that the genial ray of morning gilds, 

And all that echoes to the song of even ; 

All that the mountain's sheltering bosom sliields. 

And all the dread magnificence of heaven ; 

O how canst thou renounce, and hope to be forgiven ? 

These charms shall work thy souFs eternal health, 
And love, and gentleness, and joy, impart. 

The Minstaxl. 

St. Avbert, instead of taking the more direct road 
that ran along the feet of the Pyrenees to Langue* 
doc, chose one that, winding over the heights, af- 
forded more extensive views and greater variety of 
romantic scenery. He turned a little out of his way 
to take leave of M. Barreaux, whom he found bo- 
tanizing in the wood near his chateau, and who, 
when he was told the purpose of St. Aubert's visit* 
expressed a degree of concern such as his friend had 
thought it was scarcely possible for him to feel on 
any similar occasion. They parted with mutual 
regret. 

If any thing could have tempted me from my re- ' 
tirement, said M . Barreaux, it would have been the 
pleasure of accompanying you on this little tour* 
I do not often offer compliments ; you may there- 
fore believe me when T say, that I shall look for 
your return with impatience. 

The travellers proceeded on their journey. At 
they ascended the heights, St. Aubert often looked 
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back upon his chateau in the plain bdow : tender' 
images crowded to his mind ; his melancholy ima- 
gination suggested that he should return no more ; 
and though he checked this wandering thought, 
still he continued to look, till the haziness of di- 
istance blended his home with the general landscape^ 
and St« Aubert seemed to 

Drag at each remove a lengthening diain. 

He and Emily continued sunk in musing silence 
for some leagues ; from which melancholy reverie 
Emily first awoke, and her young fancy, struck with 
the grandeur of the objects around, gradually yield- 
ed to delightful impressions. The rotid now de- 
scended into glens, confined by stupendous walls of 
rock, gray and barren, except where shrubs fringed 
their summits, or patches of meagre vegetation 
tinted their recesses, in which the wild goat was 
frequently browsing. And now the way led to the 
lofty cl.ii^s^, from whence the landscape was seen ex-> 
tending in all its magnificence. 

Emily could not restrain her transport as she 
looked over the pine forests of the mountains, upon 
the vast plains that (enriched with woods, towns, 
blushing vines, and plantations of almonds,' palms, 
and olives) stretched along, till their various colours 
melted in distance into one harmonious hue, that 
$eemed to unite earth with heaven. Through the 
whole of this glorious scene the majestic Garonne 
wandered, descending frotn its source among the 
Pyrenees, and winding its blue waves towards the 
Bay of Biscay. 

The ruggedness of the unfrequented road oflen 
obliged the wanderers to alight from their little 
carriage; but they thought themselves amply repaid 
for this inconvenience by the grandeur of the scenes; 
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tOiiy while the muleteer led his animals slowlj over 
the broken ground, the. travellers had leisure to 
linger amid these solitudes, and to indulge the sub- 
lime reflections, which soften while they elevate 
the heart, and fill it with the certainty of a present 
God ! Still the enjoyment of St. Aubert was touch- 
ed with that pensive melancholy which gives to every 
object a mellower tint, and breathes a sacred charm 
over all around. 

They had provided against part of the evil to be 
encountered from a want of convenient inns, by 
carrying a stock of provisions in the carriage ; so 
that they might take refreshment on any pleasant 
spot, in the open air, and pass the nights wherever 
they should happen to meet with a comfortable cot- 
tage* For the mind also they had provided by a 
work on botany written by M. Barreaux, and by 
several of the Latin and Italian poets; while Emi- 
ly's pencil enabled her to preserve some of those 
combinations of forms which charmed her at every 
step. 

The loneliness of the road, where only now and 
then a peasant was seen driving his mule, or some 
mountaineer children at play among the rocks^ 
heightened the eflFect of the scenery. St. Aubert 
was so much struck with it, that he determined, if 
he could hear of a road, to penetrate further among 
the mountains, and, bending his way rather more 
to the south, to emerge into Rousillon, and coast 
the Mediterranean along part of that country to 
Languedoc. 

Soon after mid-day they reached the summit of 
one of those clifis, which, bright with the verdure 
of palm-trees, adorn, like gems, the tremendous 
walls of the rocks, and which overlooked the greater 
part of Grascony and part of Languedoc. Here 
was diade; and the fresh water of a spring, that, 
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glidii^ amon^ the turf, under the trees, thetice pre* 
cipitated itself from rock to rock, till its dashing 
murmurs were lost in the ^byss, though its white 
foam was long seen amid the darkness of the pines 
below. 

This was a spot well suited for rest, and t)\9 tra« 
▼ellers alighted to dine, while the mules were tin« 
liamessed to browse on the savoury herbs that en» 
tiched this summit. 

It was some time before St. Aubert and Emily 
could withdraw their attention from the surround- 
ing objects, so as to partake of their little repast. 
Seated in the shade of the palms, St. Aubert point"* 
ed out to her observation the course of the riversy 
the situation of great towns, and the boundaries of 
provinces, which science, rather than the e^e, en« 
abled him to describe. Notwithstanding this occu- 
pation, when he had talked* a while, he suddenly 
became silent, thoughtful, and tears often swelled 
to his eyes ; which Emily observed, and the sym- 
pathy of her own heart told her their cause. The 
scene before them bore some resemblance, though 
it was on a much grander scale, to a favourite one 
of the late Madame St. Aubert, within view of the 
fishing-houi^e. They both observed this, and thought 
bow delighted she would have been with the present 
landscape, while they knew that her eyes roust never 
never more open upon this world. St. AMbert re- 
membered the last time of his visiting that spot in 
company witli her, and also the mournfully presa- 
ging thoughts which had then arisen in his mind, 
and were now, even thus soon, realized I The re- 
collections subdued him, and he abruptly rose from 
bis seat, and walked away to where no eye could 
observe his grief. 

Whe'i) he tetQrned,hiscountenance had recovered 
Its usual serenity ; he took Emily *s hand, pressed it 



MYSTERIES 09 UDOXPHO. 45 

aflfeetaonately, without 8peali;ing, and soon after call- 
ed to the muleteer, who sat at a little distance, con^ 
cerning a road among the mountains towards Rovi-^ 
sillon. Michael said there were several that way» 
but he did not know how far they extended, or even 
whether they were passable ; and St. Aubert, who 
did not intend to travel after sun-set, asked what 
village they could reach about that time. The mule- 
teer calculated that they could easily reach Mateau, 
which was in their present road ; but that if thcnr 
took a road that sloped more to the south, towarda 
Rousillony there was a hamlet, which he thought 
they could gain before the evening shut in. 

St* Aubert, after some hesitation, determined to 
take the latter course; and Michael, having finished 
his meal and harnessed his mules, again set forward 
— but soon stopped ; and St. Aubert saw him doing 
homage to a cross that stood on a rock intending 
over Uieir way. Having concluded his devotions, 
be smacked his whip in the air, and, in spite of the 
rough road and the pain of his poor mules (which 
he had been lately lamenting), rattled, in a full 
gallop, along the edge of a precipice which it made 
the eye dizzy 'to look down. Emily was terrified 
almost to fainting ; and St. Aubert, apprehending 
still greater danger from suddenly stopping the 
driver, was compelled to sit quietly, and trust his 
fate to the strength and discretion of the mules^ 
who seemed to possess a greater portion of the lat* 
ter quality than their master • for they carried the 
travellers safely into the valley, and there stopped 
upon the brink of the rivulet that watered it. 

LeavingthesplendpurofextensiveprospectSjthe^' 
now entered this narrow valley, screened by 

Focks OB rocks piled, as if by magic spell ; 
£«r| scoicb'd by lighttiiiiga, there with ivy ffm^ 
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The scene of barrenness was here and there iii« 
terrupted by the spreading branches of the larch and 
cedar, which threw their gloom over the clifi> or 
athwart the torrent that rolled in the vale. Np 
living creature appeared — except the izard scram- 
bling among the rocks, and often hanging upon 
points so dangerous that fancy shrunk from the 
view of them. This was such a scene as Salvatar 
would have chosen, had he then existed, for his 
canvass. St. Aubert, impressed by the romantic cha-* 
racter of the place, almost expected to see banditti 
start from behind some projecting rock, and he kept 
his hand upon the arms with which he always 
travelled. 

As they advanced, the valley opened ; its savage 
features gradually softened, and towards evening 
they were among heathy mountains stretched ia 
far perspective, along which the solitary sheep*bell 
was heard, and the voice of the shepherd calling his 
wandering flocks to the nightly fold. His cabin, 
partly shadowed by the cork-tree and the ilex, which 
St. Aubert observed to flourish in higher regions of 
the air than any other trees, except the fir, was all 
the human habitation that yet appeared. Along the 
bottom of this valley the most vivid verdure was 
spread ; and in the little hollow recesses of the 
mountains, under the shade of the oak and chesnut, 
herds of cattle were grazing. Groups of them, too, 
were oflen seen reposing on the banks of the rivulet, 
or laving their sides in the cool stream, and sipping 
its wave. 

The sun was now setting upon the valley — its 
last light gleamed upon the water, and heightened 
the rich yellow and- purple tints of the heath and 
broom that overspread the mountains. St. Aubert 
inquired of Michael the distance to the hamlet he 
had mentiooedy but the man could not with certain- 



ty tell ; and Emily began to fear that he had mis- 
taken the road. Here was no human being to assist 
or direct them : they had lefl the shepherd and his 
cabin far behind; and the scene became so obscured 
in twilight, that the eye could not follow the di- 
stant perspective of the valley, in search of a cottage 
or a hamlet. A glow of the horizon still marked 
the we^t, and this was of some little use to the tra- 
vellers. Michael seemed endeavouring to keep up 
his courage by singing : his music, however, was 
not of a kind to disperse melancholy ; he sung, in 
a sort of chant, one of the most dismal ditties his 
present auditors had ever heard, and St. Aubert at 
length discovered it to be a vesper-hymn to his fa- 
vourite saint. 

They travelled on, sunk in that thoughtful me- 
lancholy with which twilight and solitude impress 
the mind. Michael had now ended his ditty ; and 
nothing was heard but the drowsy murmur of the 
breeze among the woods, and its light flutter as it 
blew freshly into the carriage. They were at leneth 
roused by the sound of fire-arms. St. Aubert caUed 
to the muleteer to stop, and they listened. The 
noise was not repeated ; but presently they heard a 
rustling among the brakes. St. Aubert drew forth 
a pistol, and ordered Michael to proceed as fast as 
possible ; who had not long obeyed before a horn 
sounded that made the valleys ring. He looked 
again from the window, and then saw a young man 
spring from the bushes into. the road, followed by a 
couple of' dogs. The stranger was in a hunter's 
dress : his gun was slung across his shoulders ; the 
hunter's horn hung from his belt ; and in his hand 
was a small pike, fvhicli, as he held it, added to the 
mai^y grace of his figure, and assisted the agility of 
his steps. 

Afler a moment's hesitation, St, Aubert 9g9iA 
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Stopped the carriage, and waited till he came up^ 
that they might inquire concerning the hamlet they 
were in search of. The stranger informed him that 
it was only half a league distant ; that he was go** 
ing thither himself, and would readily show the 
way. St. Aubert thanked him for the offer/ and, 
pleased with his chevalier-like air and open counter 
nance, asked him to take a seat in the carriage ; 
which the stranger, with an acknondedgement, de- 
clined> adding that he would keep pace with the 
mules. But I fear you will be wretchedly accom- 
modated^ said he : the inhabitants of these moun* 
tains are a simple people, who are not only without 
the luxuries of life, but almost destitute of what in 
other places are held to be its necessaries. 

I perceive you are not one of its inhabitants, Sir, 
«aid St. Aubert. 

No, Sir ; I am only a wanderer here. The car- 
riage drove on ; and the increasing dusk made the 
travellers very thankful that they had a guide ; the 
frequent glens, too, that now opened among the 
mountains, would likewise have added to their per- 
plexity. Emily, as she looked up one of these, saw 
something at a great distance like a bright cloud in 
the air. What light is yonder. Sir ? said she. St^ 
Aubert looked, and perceived that it was the snowy 
summit of a mountain, so much higher than any 
around it, that it still reflected the sun's rays, while 
Uiose below lay in deep shade. 

At length the village lights were seen to twinkle 
througli the dusk, and soon after, some cottages 
were discovered in the valley, or rather were seen 
by reflection in the stream, on whose margin they 
stood) and which still gleamed with thd evening 
light. 

The stranger now came up ; and St. Aubert, on 
further inquiry, found not only that there was dq 
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inn in the place, but not any sort of house of pub* 
tic reception. The stranger, however, offered to 
walk on, and inquire for a cottage to accommodate 
them ; for which further civility St. Aubert return- 
ed his thanks, and said, that, as the village was so 
near, he would alight and walk with him. Emily 
followed slowly in the carriage. 

On the way, St. Aubert asked his companion 
what success he had had in the chase. Not much. 
Sir, he replied ; nor do I aim at it : I am pleased 
with the country, and mean to saunter away a few 
weeks among its scenes : my dogs I take with me 
more for companionship than for game : this dress, 
too, gives me an ostensible business, and procures 
me that respect from the people which would, per- 
faap6, be refused to a lonely stranger who had np vi- 
sible motive for coming among them. 

I admire your taste, said 8t. Aubert, and, if I 
were a younger man, should like to pass a few weeks 
in your way exceedingly. I, too, am a wanderer ; 
but neither my plan nor pursuits are exactly like 
yours — I go in search of health, as much as of 
amusement. St. Aubert sighed, and paused ; and 
then, seeming to recollect himself, he resumed : If 
I can heap of a tolerable road, that shall afford de- 
cent accommodation, it is my intention to pass into 
Rousillon, and along the sea-shore to Languedoc. 
You, Sir, seem to be acquainted with the country, 
and can, perhaps, give me information on the sub- 
ject ? 

The stranger said, that what information he could 
give was entirely at his service; and then mentioned 
a road rather more to the east, which led to a town, 
whence it would be easy to proceed into Rousillon. 

They now arrived at the village, and commenced 
their search for a cottage that would afford a night's 

lodging. In several wbicb they entered; ignoroDce, 



48 itTsmuss 09 tmOLMd* 

poverty and mirtl^ seemed equaOy to pretiO; gfkl 
the ownen eyed St. Aubert with m mixture of cnfi* 
ocity and timidi^. Nothing like a bed ccHild be 
found; and he had ceased to inquire for one, when 
BmiJjp joined him, who observed the languor of her 
ftther*s countenance, and lamented that he had 
taken a road so Ul provided with the comforts ne- 
cessary for an invalid. Other cottages, which th^ 
examined, seemed somewhat less savage than the 
former, consisting of two rooms, if such they could 
be called — the first of these occupied by mules and 
pigs; the second by the fiunily, which generally 
consisted of six or eight children, with their parents, 
who slept on beds of skins and dried beech leaves 
spread upon a mud floor. Here light was admitted, 
and smoke discharged, through an aperture in the 
roof; and here the scent of spirits (tor the travel** 
ling smugglers who haunted the Pyrenees had made 
this rude people fiuniliar with the use of liquors) 
was generally perceptible enough. Emily turned 
from such scenes, and looked at her father with 
anxious tenderness, which the young stranger seem- 
ed to observe ; for, drawing St. Aubert aside, he 
made him an offer of his own bed. It is a decent 
one, said he, when compared with what we have 
just seen, yet such as in other circumstances I 
should be ashamed to ofier you. St. Aubert ac- 
knowledged how much h^ felt himself obliged by 
this kindness; but refused to accept it, till the 
yotmg stranger would take no denial. Do not give 
me the pain of knowing, Sir, said he, that an invalid 
like you lies on hard skins, while 1 sleep in a bed. 
Besides, Sir, your refusal wounds my pride: I must 
believe you think my offer unworthy your accept- 
ance* Let me show you the way. I have no doubt 
my ^ndlady can accommodate this young lady also* 
St. Aubert at l^gth co^santedi that, if this could 
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be done, he would accept his kindness ; though he 
felt rather surprised that the stranger had provt^d 
himself so deficient in gallantry as to administer to 
the repose of an infirm man, rather than to that of 
a very lovely young woman ; for he had not once 
offered the room for Emily. But she thought not 
of herself; and the animated smile she gave him» 
told how much she felt herself obliged for the pre* 
ference of her father* 

On their way, the stranger, whose name was Ya* 
lancourt, stepped on first to speak to his hostess ; 
and she came out to welcome St. Aubert into a cot- 
tage much superior to any he had seen. This good 
woman seemed very willing to accommodate the 
strangers, who were soon compelled to accept the 
only two beds in the place. £gg8 and milk were 
the only food the cottage aii'orded: but against 
scarcity of provisions St. Aubert had provided; and 
he requested Valancourt to stay and partake with 
him of less homely fare — an invitation which waa 
readily accepted ; and they passed an hour in in- 
telligent conversation. St. Aubert was much pleas* 
ed with the manly frankness, simplicity, and keen 
susceptibility to the grandeur ot nature which his 
new acquaintance discovered ; and, indeed, he had 
often been heard to say, that without a certain sin« 
plicity of heart this taste could not exist in any strong 
degree. 

The conversation was interrupted by a violent 
uproar without, in which the voice of tne muleteer 
was heard above every other sound. Valancourt 
started from his seat, and went to inquire the occa- 
sion : but the dispute continued so long afterwards, 
that St; Aubert went himself, and found Michael 
quarrelling with the hostess because she had refused 
to let his mules lie in a little room where lie and 
three of her sons were to pass the night* The pla<:t 
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Vas'wretcbed enough, but there was no other fbr 
these people to sleep in ; and, with somewtiat more 
of delicacy than was usual among the inhabitants of 
this wild tract of country, she persisted in refusing 
to let the animals have the same hed'chamber with 
her children. This was a tender point with the mule- 
teer : his honour was wounded when his mules were 
treated with disrespect, and he would have received 
a blow, perhaps, with more meekness. He declared 
that his beasts were as honest beasts^ and as good 
beasts, as any in the whole province ; and that they 
had a right to be well treated wherever they went*, 
They are as harmiless as lambs, said he, if people 
don*t affront them. I never knew them behave them« 
selves amiss above once or twice in my life, and then 
they had good reason for doing so. Once indeed 
they kicked at a boy's leg, that lay asleep in the 
stable, and broke it ; but I told them they were out 
there : and by St. Anthony ! I believe they under- 
jttood me, for they never did so again. 

He concluded this eloquent harangue with pro- 
testing that they should share with him, go where 
he would. 

The dispute was at length settled by Valancourt, 
who drew the hostess aside, and desired she would 
let the muleteer and his beasts have the place in 
question to themselves, while her sons should have 
the bed of skins designed for him, for that he would 
wrap himself in his cloak, and sleep on the bench 
by the cottage door. But this she thought it her 
duty to oppose ; and she felt it to be her inclination 
to disappoint the muleteer. Valancourt, however, 
was positive ; and the tedious affair was at length 
settled. 

It was late when St. Aubert and Emily retired to 
thdr rooms, and Valancourt to his station at the 
Aoori whi(^9 at this mild seaaon, he preferred to a 
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dose cabin and a bed of skins. St. Aubert was 
somewhat surprised to find in his room volumes oi 
Homer, Horace, and Petrarch ; but the name of 
Yalancourc, written in them, told him to whom 
they belonged. 



CHAPTER IV* 



In truth, he was a strange and wajrward wigfa^ 
Fond of each gentle and each dreadful scene ; 
In darkness and in storm he found delight; 
Nor less than when on ocean-wave serene 
The southern sun diiTused his dazzling sheens 
£Ten sad vicissitude amused his soul ; 
And if a sigh would sometimes intervene, 
And down his cheeks a tear of pity roll, 
A sigh, a tear, so sweety he wish'd not to control* 

The MiKCTKift. 

St. Aubert awoke at an early hour, refreshed by 
sleep, and desirous to set forward. He invited the 
stranger to breakfast with him ; and, talking again 
of the road, Valancourt said that some months past 
he had travelled as far as Beaujeu, which was a 
town of some consequence on the way to Rousillon. 
He recommended it to St. Aubert to take that 
route ; and the latter determined to do so. 

The road from this hamlet, said Valancourt, and 
that to Beaujeu, part at the distance of about a 
league and a naif from hence : if you wiU gi^^ me 
leave, I will direct your muleteer so far. I must 
wander somewhere; and your company would make 
this a pleasanter ramble than any other I oould take. 

72 
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St. Aiibert thankfully accepted his offef, and thej> 
set out together— the young stranger on foot; for 
he refused the invitation of St. Aubert to take a 
teat in his little carriage. 

The road wound along the feet of the monntdns^ 
through a pastoral valley bright with verdure, and 
varied with groves of dwarf oak, beech, and syea^ 
more, under whose branches herds of cattle repos- 
ed. The mountain-ash, too, and the weeping birch, 
often threw their pendent foliage over the steeps 
above, where the scanty soil scarcely concealed 
their rpots, and where their light branches waved 
to every breeze that fluttered from the mountains. 

The travellers were frequently met at this early 
hour ( foi* the sun had not yet risen upon the valley) 
by shepherds driving immense flocks from their 
folds to feed upon the hills. St. Aubert had set out 
thus early, not only that he might enjoy the first 
appearance of sun-rise, but that he might inhale 
the first pure breath of morning, which above all 
things is refreshing to the spirits of the invalid. 
In these regions it was particularly so, where an 
abundance of wild flowers and aromatic ' herbs 
breathed forth their essence on the air. 

The dawn, which softened the scenery with its 
peculiar gray tint, now dispersed, and Emily watch- 
ed the progress of the day, first trembling on the 
tops of the highest cliffs, then touching them with 
splendid light, while their sides and the vale below 
were still wrapped in dewy mist. Meanwhile tho 
sullen gray of^ the eastern clouds began to blush, 
then to redden, and then to glow with a thousand 
colours, till the golden light darted over all the air, 
touched the lower points of the mountain's brow, 
and glanced in lone sloping beams upon the valley 
and its stream. All nature seemed to have awaken* 
»d from death intp life. The spirit of St* Aubert 



MtSTXRlES OF VDOLPItO. 53 

waft renoTSted* His heart was full ; he wept : and 
his thoughts ascended to the Great Creator. 

Emily wished to trip along the turf, so green, 
«nd bright with dew, and to taste the full delight 
of that Uberty which the izard seemed to enloy as 
he bounded along the brow of the cliffs ; while Va« 
lancourt often stopped to speak with the travellers, 
and with social feehng to point out to them the pe« 
culiar objects of his admiration. St. Aubert was 
pleased with liim : Here is the real ingenuousness 
and ardour of youth, said he to himself; this young 
man has never been at Paris. 

He was sorry whpn they came to the spot where 
the roads parted ; and his heart took a more affec- 
tionate leave of him than is usual after so short aa 
acquaintance. Valancourt talked long by the side 
of the carriage ; seemed more than once to be go* 
ing, but still lingered, and appeared to search anxi. 
ously for topics of conversation to account for his 
delay. At length he took leave. As he went, St. 
Aubert observed him look with an earnest and pen- 
sive eye at Emily, who bowed to him with a coun- 
tenance full of ti^iid sweetness, while the carriage 
drove on. St. Aubert, for whatever reason, soon 
after looked from the window, and saw Valancourt 
standing upon the bank of the road, resting on his 
pike with ibided arms, and following the carriage 
with his eyes. He waved his hand, and Valancourt) 
seeming to awake from his reverie, returned the sa- 
lute, and started away. 

The aspect of the country now began to change, 
and the travellers soon found themselves among 
mountains covered from their bases nearly to their 
summits with forests of gloomy pine, except where 
a rock of granite shot up from the vale, and lost its 
snowy top in the clouds. The rivulet, which had hi- 
therto accompanied them, now expanded intoa river ; 

7 3 
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and, flowing deeply and sUently along, reflected^ aft 
in ^ mirror, the blacknees of the impending shades. 
Sometimes a clifFwas seen lifting its bold head above 
the woods and the vapours that floated mid-way 
down the mountains ; and sometimes a face of per- 
pendicular marble rose from the water's edge, ovef 
which the larch threw his gigantic arms, here 
scathed with lightning, and there floating in luxu* 
riant foliage. 

They continued to travel over a rough and unfre* 
quented road, seeing now and then at a distance the 
solitary shepherd, with his dog, stalking along the 
▼alley, and hearing only the dashing of torrents, 
which the woods concealed from the eye, the long 
sullen murmur of the breese, as it swept over the 
pines, or the notes of the eagle and the vulture, 
which were seen towering round the beetling cliffV 

Often, as the carriage moved slowly over uneven 
ground, St. Aubert alighted, and amused himself 
with examining the curious plants that grew on the 
b^nks of the road, and with which these regions 
abound ; while Emily, wrapt in high enthusiium, 
wandered away under the shades, listening in deep 
silence to the lonely murmur of the woods. 

Neither village nor hamlet was seen for many 
leagues: the goat-herd's or the hunter's cabin, 

Eerched among the 'cliffs of the rocks, were the only 
uman habitations that appeared. 
The travellers again took their dinner in the open 
air, on a pleasant spot in the valley, under the 
spreading shade of cedars ; and then set forward to- 
wards Beaujeu. 

^ The road now begaii to ascend, and, leaving the 
pine forest behind, wound among rocky precipices. 
The evening twilight again fell over the scene, and 
the trayellers were ignorant how far they might yet 
befiromBeaujeu. St. Aubert, however, coojectured 
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tliat thedistance could not be very greati and com- 
forted himself with the prospect ot travelling on a 
more frequented road after reaching that toWn» 
where he designed to pas» the night* Mingled 
woods, and rocks, and heathy mountains, were now 
aeen obscurely through the dusk ; but soon even 
these hnperfect images faded in darkness. Michael 
proceeded with caution, for he could scarcely di- 
stinguish the road : bis mules, however, seemed to 
have more sagacity, and their steps were sure. 

On turning the angle of a mountain, a light lip- 
peared at a distance, that illumined the rocks and 
the horizon to a great extent. It was evidently a 
large fire ; but whetheraccidental or otherwise, there 
were no means of knowin'g. St. Aubert thought it 
was probably kindled by some of the numerous ban* 
ditti that infested the Pyrenees, and he became 
watchful and anxious to know whether the road 
passed near this fire. He had arms with him, which 
on an emergency might afford some protection, 
though certainly a very \inequal one against a band 
of robbers, so desperate too as those usually were 
who haunted these wild regions. While many re- 
flections rose upon his mind, he heard a voice shout- 
ing from the road behind, and ordering the muleteer 
to stop. ' St. Aubert bade him proceed as fast at 
possible; but either Michaej or his mules were ob- 
stinate, for they did not quit the old pace. Horses* 
feet were now heard: a man rode up to the carriage, 
still ordering the driver to stop ; and St. Aubert» 
who could no longer doubt his purpose, was with 
difficulty able to prepare a pistol for his defence, 
when his hand was upon the door of the chaise. 
I'he man staggered on his horse ; the report of tha 
pistol was followed by a groan ; and St. Aubert'a 
norror may be imagined, when in the next instant 
he thought he^ieard the fiunt voioe of Valanoourt^ 
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He now himself bade the muleteer stop; and^ prcH 
Douncihg the name of Valancourt, was answered in 
a Toice that no longer suiFered him to doubt. St* 
Aubert, who instantly alighted and went to his as- 
sistance, found him still sitting on his horse^ but 
bleeding profusely, and appearing to be in great 
pain, though he endeavoured to soften the terror of 
St. Aubert by assurances that he was not materially 
hurt, the wound being only in his arm. St. Aubert, 
with the muleteer, assisted him to dismount, and he 
sat down on the bank of the road, where St. Aubert 
tried to bind up his arm ; but his hands trembled so 
excessively that he could not accomplish it ; and 
Michael being now gone in pursuit of the horse, 
which, on being disengaged from his rider, had 
galloped off, he called Emily to his assistance. Re* 
ceiving no answer, he went to the carriage, and 
found her sunk on the seat in a fainting fit. Be- 
tween the distress of this circumstance and that of 
leaving Valancourt bleeding, he scarcely knew what 
he did ; he endeavoured^ however, to raise her, and 
called to Michael to fetch water from the rivulet 
that flowed by the road ; but Michael was gone be- 
yond the reach of his voice. Valancourt, who heard 
these calls, and also the repeated name of Emily, in- 
stantly understood the subject of his distress; and, 
almost forgetting his own condition, he hastened to 
her relief. She was reviving when he reached the 
carriage ; and then, understanding that anxiety for 
him had occasioned her indisposition, he assured her 
in a voice that trembled, but not from anguish, that 
his wound was of no consequence. While he said 
this, St. Aubert turned round ; and perceiving that 
he was still bleeding, the subject of his alarm changed 
again, and he hastily formed some handkerchief 
into a bandage. This stopped the efiusion of the 
blood ; but St. Aubert} dreaaing the consequence of 
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the wound, inquired repeatedly how iwt they were 
from Beaujeu ; when learning that it was at two 
leagues' distance, his distress increased, since he 
knew not how Valancourt, in his present state» 
would bear the motion of the carriage, and perceived 
that he was already faint from loss of blood. Whed 
he mentioned the subject of his anxiety, ValancourS 
entreated that he would not suffer himself to be thua 
alarmed on his account, for that he had no doubt he 
should be able to support himself very well; and then 
he talked of the accident as a slight one. The mule- 
teer being now returned with Valancourt's horse, as* 
aisted him into the chaise ; and as Emily was now re* 
yived, they moved slowly on towards Beaujeu* 

St.Aubert,when he had recovered from the terror 
occasioned him by this accident, expressed surprise 
on seeing Valancourt, who explained his unexpected 
appearance by saying. You, Sir, renewed my taste 
for society : when-you had left the hamlet, it did ap» 
pear a solitude. I determined, therefore, since my 
object was merely amusement, to change the scene, 
and I took this road, because I knew it led through 
a more romantic tract of mountains than the spot I 
have left. Besides, added he, hesitating for an in« 
atant, I will own — and why should I not ? — that I 
Jiad some hope of overtaking you. 

And 1 have made you a very unexpected return 
for the compliment, said 8t. Aubert,wholamented 
again the rashness which had produced the acci- 
dent, and explained the cause of his late alarm. But 
Valancourt seemed anxious only to remove from the 
minds of his companions every unpleasant feeling re« 
lative to himself; and, for that purpose, still strug* 
gled against a sense of pain, and tried to converse 
with gaiety. Emily meanwhile was silent, except 
when Valancoiirt particularly addressed her ; and 
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there was at those times a tremulous tone in htl 
voice that spoke much. 

They were now so near the fire which had long 
flamed at a distance on the blackness of night, that 
it gleamed upon the road, and they could distinguish 
figures moving about the blaze. The way winding 
still nearer, £hey perceived in the valley one of those 
numerous bands of gipsies, which at that period 
particularly haunted the wilds of the Pyrenees, and 
lived partly by plundering the traveller. £aiily 
looked with some degree of terror on the savage 
countenances of these people shdwn by the fire, 
which heightened the romantic effect of the scenery, 
as it threw a red dusky gleam upon the rocks and 
on the foliage of the trees, leaving heavy masses of 
shade and regions of obscurity which the eye feared 
to penetrate. 

They were preparing their supper : a large pot 
stood by the fire, over which several figures were 
busy. The blaze discovered a rude kind of tent» 
round which many children and dogs were playing ; 
and the whole formed a picture highly grotesque. 
The travellers saw plainly their danger. Valancourt 
was silent, but laid his hand on one of St. Aubert*s 
pistols ; St. Aubert drew forth another, and Michael 
was ordered to proceed as fast as possible. They 
passed the place, however, without being attacked ; 
the rovers being probably unprepared for the oppor- 
tunity, and too bdsy about their supper to feel much 
interest, at the moment, in any thing besides^. 

After a league and a half more passed in darkness^ 
the travellers arrived at Beaujeu, and drove up to 
the only inn the place afforded ; which, though su- 
perior to any they had seen since they entered the 
mountains, was bad enough. 

The surgeon of the town was immediately sent 
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for, if a surgeon he could be called, who prescribed 
fbr horses as well as for med, and shaved faces at 
leaat as dexterously as he set bones. After examin- 
ing Valancourfs arm, and perceiving that the bullet 
had passed through the flesh without touching the 
bone, he dressed it, and lefl him with a solemn pre- 
scription of quiet, which his patient was not inclined 
to obey. The delight of ease had now succeeded 
to pain — ^for ease may be allowed to assume a posi- 
tive quality when contrasted with anguish — and his 
spirits thus re-animated, he wished to partake of the 
conversation of St. Aubert and Emily, who, released 
from so many apprehensions, were uncommonly 
cheerful. Late as it was, however, St. Aubbrt was 
obliged to go out with the landlord to buy meat for 
supper; and Emily, who, during thiti interval, had 
been absent as long as- she could, upon excuses o^ 
looking to their accommodation, which she found 
rather better than she expected, was compelled to 
return and converse with Valancourt alone. They 
talked of the character of the scenes they had pass- 
ed, of the natural history of the country, of poetry, 
and of St. Aubert, a subject on which Emily always 
spoke and listened to with peculiar pleasure. 

The travellers passed an agreeable evening ; but 
St. Aubert was fatigued with his journey, and as 
Valancourt seemed again sensible of pain, they se- 
parated soon afler supper. 

In the morning, St. Aubert found (hat Valancourt 
had passed a restless night ; that he was feverish^ 
and nis wound very painful. The surgeon, lyhen he 
dressed it, advised him to remain quietly at Beau- 
jeu ; advice which was too reasonable to be rejected. 
St. Aubert, however, had no favourable opinion of 
thfs practitioner, and was anxious to commit Valan- 
court into more skilful hands ; but, learning upon 
inquiry that there was nt to^n within sev^al 



do MtStERlCS OF UDOL^HO. 

leagues, which seemed raof e like to afford better hi* 
vice, he altered the plan of his journey, and deter-* 
mined to await the recovery of Valancburt, who, 
with somewhat more ceremony than sincerity^ made 
many objections to this delay. 

By order of his surgeon, Valancourt did not gO 
out of the house that day; but St« Aubert and EmUy 
surveyed with delight the environs of the town, si*- 
tuated at the feet of the Pyrenean Alps, that rose 
6ome in abrupt precipices, and others swelling with 
woods of cedar, fir, and cypress,, which stretched 
Dearly to their highest summits-. The cheerful green 
of the beech and mountain*>ash was sometimes seen, 
like a gleam of light, amidst the dark verdure of the 
forest; and sometimes a torrent poured its sparkling 
flood high among the woods* 

Valancourt s indisposition detained the travellers 
at Beaujeu several days, during which interval St« 
Aubert had observed his disposition and his talents 
with the philosophic inquiry so natural to him. He 
saw a frank and generous nature, full of ardour, 
highly susceptible of whatever is grand and beauti- 
ful, but impetuous, wild, and somewhat romantic* 
Valancourt had known little of the world. His per* 
ceptions were clear, and his feelings just ; his indig- 
nation of an unworthy or his admiration of a gene- 
rous action were expressed in terms of equal vehe- 
mence. St. Aubert sometimes smiled at his warmth, 
but seldom checked it ; and often repeated to him- 
self. This young man has never been at Paris. A 
sigh sometimes followed this silent ejaculation. He. 
determined not to leave Valancourt till he should be 
perfectly recovered ; and, as he was now well enough 
to travel, though not able to manage his horse, St. 
Aubert invited him to accompany him for a few 
days in the carriage. This he the more readily^ did, 
Bince be bad discovered that Valancourt was of » 
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hmllj of the same name in Gascony, with whose 
respectability he was well acquainted. Xhe latter 
accepted the offer with great pleasure, and they 
again set forward among these romantic wilds to- 
wards Rousillon. 

They travelled leisurely, stopping wherever n 
scene uncommonly grand appeared ; frequently 
alighting to walk to an eminence, whither the mules 
could not go, from which the prospect opened in 
greater magnificence; and often sauntering over 
hillocks covered with lavender, wild thy In e, juniper, 
isnd tamarisk, and under the shades of woods, be- 
tween whose boles they caught the long mountain 
vista, sublime beyond any thing that Emily liad ever 
imagined. 

St. Aubert sometimes amused himself with bota* 
nizing, while Valancourtand Emily strolled on; he 
pointing out to her notice the objects that particiK 
larly charmed him, and reciting beautiful passages 
from such of the Latin and Italian poets as he had 
heard her admire. In the pauses of conversation, 
when he thought himself not observed, he frequent* 
ly fixed his eyes pensively on her countenance, which 
expressed with so much animation the taste and 
energy of her mind ; and when he spoke again, there 
was a peculiar tenderness in the tone of his voice, 
that defeated any attempt to conceal his sentiments. 
By degrees these silent pauses became more fre- 
quent ; till Emily, only, betrayed an anxiety to in- 
terrupt them ; and she, who had been hitherto re- 
servedf Ivould now talk again, and again, of the 
woods and the valleys and the mountains^ to avoid 
the danger of sympathy and silence. 

From Beaujeu the road had constantly ascended, 
conducting the travellers into the higher regions of 
the air, where, immense glaciers exhibited their 
frozen horrors, ^d eternal snow whitened the sum- 
vox*. XL V. O 



69 MYSTERIES 09 VDOLVHOk 

raits of the mountains^ They often paused to con- 
template these stupendous scenes, and, seated on 
some wild clifF, where only the ilex or the larch 
could flourish, looked over dark forests of fir, and 
precipices where human foot had never wandered, 
into the glen — so deep, thiit the thunder of the tor- 
rent, which was seen to foam along the bottom, was 
scarcely heard to *niurmur. Over these crags rose 
others of stupendous height and fantastic shape; 
some shooting into cones ; others impending far over 
their base, in huge masses of granite, along whose 
broken ridges was often lodged a weight of snow, 
that, trembling even to the vibration of a sound, 
threatened to bear destruction in its course to the 
vale. Around, on- every side, far as the eye could 
penetrate, were seen only forms of grandeur — the 
long perspective of mountain tops, tinged with 
ethereal blue, or white with snow ; valleys of ice, 
and forests of gloomy fir. The serenity and clear- 
ness of the air in these high regions were partica- 
larly delightful to the travellers ; it seemed to in- 
spire them with a finer spirit, and diffused an inde- 
scribable complacency over their minds. They had 
no words to express the sublime emotions they felt. 
A solemn expression characterized the feelings of 
St. Aubef t ; tears oflen came to his eyes, and he fre- 
quently walked away from his companions. Valan- 
court now and then spoke, to point to Emily's no- 
tice some feature of the scene. The thinness of the 
atmosphere, through which every object came so 
distinctly to the eye, surprised and deluded her, who 
could scarcely believe that objects which appeared so 
near, were in reality so distant. The deep silence 
of these solitudes was broken only at intervals by 
the scream of the vultures seen cowering round 
some cliff below, or by the cry of the eagle sailing 
bighin the air ; except when the travellers listened 
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to the hollow thunder that sometimes muttered at 
their feet. While, above, the deep blue of the hea* 
vens was unobscured by the lightest cloud, halfway 
down the mountains long billows of vapour were 
frequently seen rolling, now wholly excluding the 
country below, and now opening, and partially re- 
vealing its features. Emily delighted to observe the 
grandeur of these clouds as they changed in shape 
and tints, and to watch their various effect on the 
lower world, whose features, partly veiled, were con- 
tinually assuming new forms of sublimity. 

After traversing these regions for many leagues^ 
they began to descend towards Rousillon, and fea- 
tures of beauty then mingled with the scene. Yet 
the travellers did not look back without some re- 
gret to the sublime objects they had quitted; though 
the eye, fatigued with the extension of its powers, 
was glad to repose on the verdure of woods and 
pastures, that now hung on the margin of the river 
below ; to view again the humble cottage shaded by 
cedars, the playful group of mountaineer children, 
and the flowery nooks that appeared among the 
hills. 

As they descended, they saw at a distance, on the 
right, one of the grand passes of the Pyrenees into 
Spain, gleaming with its battlements and towers ta 
the splendour of the setting rays ; yellow tops of 
woods colouring the steeps below, * while far above 
aspired the snowy points of the mountains, still re>- 
fleeting a rosy hue. 

St. Aubert began to look out for the little town 
he had been directed to by the people of Beaujeu, 
and where he meant to pass the night ; but no ha- 
bitation yet appeared. Of its distance Valancourt 
could not assist him to judge, for he had never been 
80 far along this chain of Alps before. There was^ 
however, a road to guide them ; and there could be 

g2 
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little dcmbt that it vras the right one; for, since thejr 
had ieft lieaujeu, there had been no variety of tracks 
to perplex or mislead. 

The sun now gave bis last light, and St. Aubert 
liade the muleteer proceed with ail possible dis* 
|>atch. He found, indeed, the lassitude of illness 
return upon him, after a day of uncommon fatigue 
both of body and mind,, and he longed for repose. 
His anxiety was not soothed by observing a nume« 
rous train, consisting of men, hocses, and loaded 
mules, winding down the steeps of an opposite 
mountain, appearing and disappearing at intervals 
among the woods, so that its numbers could not be 
judged of. Something bright, like arms, glanced in 
the setting ray, and Uie military dress was distin* 
guishable upon the men who were in the van, and 
on others scattered among the troop that followed. 
As these wound into the vale, the rear of the party 
emerged from the woods, and exhibited a band of 
soldiers. St. Aubert's apprehensions now subsided; 
he had no doubt that the train before him consisted 
ef smugglers, wh6, in conveying prohibited goods 
over the Pyrenees, had been encountered and con- 
quered by a party of troops. 

The travellers had lingered so long amon^ the 
•ublimer scenes of these mountains, that they round 
themselves entirely mistaken in their calculation 
that they could reach Montigny at sun-set ; but, 
as they wound along the valley, they saw, on a rude 
Alpine bridge that united two loft^ crags of the 
glen, a group of mountaineer children amusing 
Uiemselves with droppmg pebbles into a torrent 
below, and watching the stones plunge into the 
water, that threw up its white spray high in the air 
as it received them^ and returned a sullen sounds 
which the echees of the mountains prdonged. Un- 
der the bridge was seen a perspective o£ the valley. 
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with its cataract descending among the rocks, and 
a cottage on the clifF overshadowed with pines. It 
appeared that they could not be tar from some small 
town. St. Aubert bade the muleteer stop, and then 
called to the children to inquire if he was near Mon- 
tigny ; but the distance, and the roaring of the wa* 
ters, would not suffer his voice to be heard ; and the 
crags adjoining the bridge were of such tremendous 
height and steepness, that to have climbed either 
would have been scarcely practicable to a person un* 
acquainted with the ascent. St. Aubert^ therefore^ 
did not waste more moments in delay. They con* 
tinned to travel long after twili^^ht had obscured the 
road, which was so broken, that, now thinking it 
safer to walk than to ride, they all alighted. The 
moon was rising, but her light was yet too feeble to 
assist them. While they stepped carefully on, they 
heard the vesper-bell of a convent. The twilight 
would not permit them to distinguish any thing 
like a building, but the sounds seemed to come from 
some woods that overhung an acclivity to the right. 
Valancourt proposed to go in search of this convent. 
If they will not accommodate us with a night's 
lodging, said he, they may certainly inform us how 
far we are from Montigny, and direct us towards it. 
He was bounding forward, without waiting St. Au* 
bert's reply, when the latter stopped him. I am 
very weary, said St. Aubert, and wish for nothing so 
much as for inmiediate rest. We will all go to the 
convent ; your good looks would defeat our purpose ; 
but when they see mine and Emily's exhausted 
countenance, they will scarcely deny us repose. 

As he said this, he took Emily's arm within his, 
and, telling Michael to wait a while in the road 
with the carriage, they begait to ascend towards the 
VOQ^S; guided by the bell of the convent. His steps 
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were feeble, and Valancourt oifered him bis.'ahOf^ 
which he accepted. The moon now threw a faint 
light Over their path» and, soon after, enabled tbimi 
to distinguish some towers rising above the tops of 
the woods. Still following the note of the bell, thej 
entered the shade of those woods, lighted only by 
the 'moon-beams, that glided down between th« 
leaves, and threw a tremulous uncertain gleam upon 
the steep track they were winding. The gloom, 
and the silence that prevailed (except when the bell 
iheturned upon the air), together with the wildness 
of the surrounding scene, struck Emily with a ds-> 
gree of fear, which, however, the voice and conver- 
sation of Valancourt somewhat repressed. 

When they had been some time ascending, St» 
Aubert complained of weariness ; and they stopped 
to rest upon a little green summit, where the trees 
opened, and admitted the moon-light. He sat down 
upon the turf, between Emily and Valancourt. The 
bell had now ceased, and the deep repose of the 
scene was undisturbed by any sound ; for the low 
dull murmur of some distant torrent might be said 
to soothe rather than to interrupt the silence. Be- 
fore them extended the valley they had quitted : its 
rocks and woods to the left, just silvered by the rays, 
formed a contrast to the deep shadow that involved 
the opposite cliffs, whose fringed summits only were 
tipped with light ; while the distant perspective of 
the valley was lost in the yellow mist of moon-light. 
The travellers sat for some time wrapt in the com- 
placency which such scenes inspire. 

These scenes, said Valancourt, at length, soften 
the heart like the notes of sweet music, and inspire 
that delicious melancholy which no person, who had 
felt it once, would resign for tbe^ gayest pleasure* 
They wak^ our best and purest feelings ; disposing 



U8 to benevolence, pity, and fViendship. Those 
'whom I loye, I always seem to love more in such an 
hour as this. His voice trembled, and he paused. 

St. Aubert was silent : Emily perceived a warm 
tear fall upon the hand he held : she knew the ob« 
ject of his thoughts — ^hers, too, had for some time 
been occupied by the remembrance of her mother. 
He seemea by an eftbrt to rouse himself. Yes, said 
hCy with a half-suppressed sigh, the memory of those 
we love — of times for ever past !— in such an hour 
as this steals upon the mind like a strain of distant 
music in the stillness of night — all tender and bar* 
monious^ as this landscape, sleeping in the mellow 
moon-light. After the pause of a moment, St. Au- 
bert added, I have always fancied that I thought 
with more clearness and precision at Buch an hour, 
than at any other ; and that h^art must be insensi- 
ble in a great degree, that does not soften to Ita 
influence. But many such there are. 

Valancourt sighed. 

Are there, indeed, many such ? said Emily. 

A few years hence, my Emily, replied St.- Aubert, 
and you may smile at the recollection of that ques- 
tion— -if you do not weep to it. But come, I am 
somewhat refreshed ; let us proceed. 

Having emerged from the woods, they saw, upoa 
a turfy hillock above, the convent of which they 
were in search. A high wall, that surrounded it, 
led them to an ancient gate, at which they knocked ; 
and the poor monk who opened it conducted them 
into a small a<ljoining room, where he desired they 
would wait while he informed the superior of their 
request. In this interval several friars came in se« 
parately to look at them ; and at length the first 
monk returned, and they followed him to a room 
where the superior was sitting in an arm-chair, with 
a large folio volume, printed in black letter^ open pn 
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a desk before him. He received them with courtesy^ 
though he did not rise from his seat : and, having 
asked them a few questions, granted their request. 
After a short conversation, formal and solemn on 
the part of the superior, they withdrew to the apart- 
ment where they were to sup; and Valancourt^ 
whom one of the inferior friars civilly desired to ac- 
company, went to seek Michael and his mules. They 
had not descended half way down the cliii's before 
they heard the voice of the muleteer echoing far and 
wide. Sometimes he called on St! Aubert, and some- 
times on Valancourt ; who having at length con- 
vinced him that he had nothing to fear, either for 
himself or his master, and having disposed of him 
for the night in a cottage on the skirts of the woods, 
returned to sup with his friends on such sober fare 
as the monks thought it prudent to set before them^ 
While St. Aubert was too much indisposed to share 
it, Emily, in her anxiety for her father, forgot her- 
self; and Valancourt, silent and thoughtful, yet 
pever inattentive to them, appeared particularly so- 
licitous to accommodate and relieve St. Aubert ; 
who ofen observed, while his daughter was pressing 
bim to eat, or adjusting the pillow she had placed in 
the back of his arm-chair, that Valancourt fixed on 
her a look of pensive tenderness, which he was not 
displeased to understand. 

They separated at an early hour, and retired to 
their respective apartments. Emily was shown to 
hers by a nun of the convent, whom she was glad to 
dismiss., for her heart was melancholy, and her at- 
tention so much abstracted, that conversation with 
a stranger was painful. She thought her father 
daily declining; and attributed his present fatigue 
more to the feeble state of his frame than to the dif- 
ficulty of the journey. A train of gloomy ideas 
haunted her mind, till she fell asleep. 
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In about two hours afler, she was awakened by 
the ohiming of a bell, and then heard quick steps 
pass along the gallery into which her chamber 
opened. She was so little accustomed to the man« 
ners of a convent, as to be alai^nied by this clrcum* 
stance: her fears, ever alive for her father, suggested 
that he wa^ very 111, and she arose in haste to go to 
him. Having paused, however, to let the persons in 
the gallery pass before she opened her door, her 
thoughts in the mean time recovered from th^ con* 
fusion of sleep, and she understood that the bell 
was the call of the monks to prayers. It had now 
ceased ; and all being again still, she forbore to go 
to St. Aubert*s room. Her mind was not disposed 
for immediate sleep, and the raoon-Iight, that shone 
into her chamber, mvited her to open the casementi 
and look out upon the country. 

It was a still and beautiful night —the s-ky was un- 
obscured by any cloud, and scarce a leaf of th« 
woods beneath trembled in the air. As she listen- 
ed, the midnight hymn of the monks rose soflly 
from a chapel that stood on one of the lower clifi^ 
— a holy strain that seemed to ascend through the 
silence of night to heaven; and her thoughts 
ascended with it. From the consideration of his 
works, her mind rose to the adoration of the Deity» 
in his goodness and power: wherever she turned her 
view, whether on the sleeping earth, or to the vast 
regions of space glowing with worlds beyond the 
reach of human thought, the sublimity of God and 
the majesty of his presence appeared. Her eyes were 
filled with tears of awful love and admiration; and she 
felt that pure devotion, superior to all the distinc- 
tions of human systems, which lifts the soul above 
this world, and seems jU) expand it into a nobler na- 
ture— ^uch devotion as can, perhaps, only be ex- 
perienced when the mind, rescued for a moment 
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from- the humbleness of earthly considerations, 
aspires to contemplate His power in the sublimity 
of His works, and His goodness in the infinity of 
His blessings. 

Is it not now the hour, 

The holy hour, when, to the cloudless height 
Of yon starred concave, cliinbii the full-orb'd moon* 
And to this netlier world, in solemn stillness. 
Gives sign, that, to tlie listening ear of Heaven, 
Ilcligion's voice should plead ? 'ITie very babe 
Knows this, and, 'chance awaked, his little hands 
Lifts to the gods, and on his innocent couch 
Calls down a blessing. 

Caeactacus. 

The midnight chant of the monks soon after 
dropped into silence ; but Emily remained at the 
casement watching ihe setting moon, and the val- 
ley sinking into deep shade, and willing to prolong 
her present state of mind. At length she retired to 
her mattress, and sunk into tranquil slumber. 



CHAPTER V. 



While in the rosy vale 

Love breathed his infant sighs, from anguish iree^ 

Thomson. 



St. AuBERTjSufficiently restored by a night's repose 
to pursue his journey, set out in the morning, with 
his family and Valancourt, for Rousillon, which be 
hoped to reachbefore night-fall. The scenes through 
which they now passed were as wild and romantic 
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as any they had yet observed ; with this diflurenee, 
that beauty, every now and then, softened the lanU 
scape into smiles. Little woody recesses appeared 
among the mountains, covered with bright verdure 
and flowers ; or a pastoral valley opened its grassy 
bosom in the shade of the cliffs, with flocks and 
herds loitering along the banks of a rivulet that re- 
freshed it with perpetual green. 8t Aubert could 
not repent the having taken this fatiguing road> 
though he was this day, also, frequently obliged to 
alight, to walk along the rugged precipice, and to 
climb the steep and flinty mountain. The wonder* 
ful sublimity and variety of the prospects repaid 
him for. all this ; and the enthusiasm with which 
they were viewed by his young companions, height* 
ened his own, and awakened a remembrance of all 
the delightful emotions of his early days, when the 
sublime charms of nature were first unveiled to him. 
He found great pleasure in conversing with Valan* 
court, and in listening to his ingenious remarks e 
the fire and sim(>licity of his manners seemed to ren* 
der him a characteristic figure in the scenes around 
them ; and St. Aubert discovered in his sentiments 
the justness and the dignity of an elevated mind un- 
biassed by intercourse with the world. He perceived 
that his opinions were formed, rather than imbibed 
— were more the result of thought, than of learn- 
ing : of the world he seemed to know nothing, for 
he believed well of all mankind ; and this opinion 
gave him the reflected image of his own heart. 

St. Aubert, as he sometimes lingered to examine 
the wild plants in his path, often looked forward 
with pleasure to Emily and Valancourt, as they 
strolled on together — he, with a countenance of ani- 
mated delight, pointing to her attention some grand 
feature of the scene ; and she, listening and observe 
ing with a look of tender seriousness that spoke the 
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elevation of her miqd. They appeared like two 
lorers who had never striked beyond these their na- 
ti¥e mountains ; whose situation had secluded them 
from the frivolities of common life ; whose ideas 
were simple and grand, like the landscapes among 
which they moved ; and who^^new no other happi- 
ness than in the union of pure and affectionate 
bearts. St. Aubert smiled, and sighed at the ro* 
mantic picture of felicity his fancy drew, and sighed 
again, to think that nature and simplicity were so 
little known to the world, as that their pleasures 
were thought romantic. 

The world, said he, pursuing this train of thought^ 
ridicules a passion which It seldom feels : its scenes, 
and its interests, distract the mind, deprave the 
taste, corrupt the heart ; afid love cannot exist in a 
heart that has lost the meek dignity of innocence. 
Virtue and taste are nearly the same ; for virtue is 
little more than active taste ; and the most delicate 
affections of each combine in real love. How then 
are we to look for love in great cities, where self* 
ishness, dissipation, and insincerity, supply the place 
of tenderness, simplicity, and truth? 

It was near noon, when the travellers, having ar** 
rived at a piece of steep and dangerous road, alight* 
ed to walk. The road wound up an ascent that was 
clothed with wood^ and, instead of following the 
carriage, they entered the refreshing shade. A dewy 
coolness was diffused upon the air, which, with the 
bright verdure of turf that grew under the trees, 
the mingled fragrance of flowers and of balm, 
thyme, and lavender, that enriched it, and the gran- 
deur of the pines, beech, and chesnuts, that over« 
'Shadowed them> rendered thi5 a most delicious re« 
treat. Sometimes the thick foliage excluded all 
view of the country ; at others, it admitted some 
partial catches of the distant scenerjy which gave 
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kints t6 the imagination to picture landscapes more 
interesting, more impressive than any that had been 
presented to the eye. The wanderers often hngered 
to indulge in these reveries of fancy. 

The pauses of silence* such as had formerly inter* 
rupted the conversations of Valancourt and Emily^ 
were more frequent to-day than ever. Valancouit 
often dropped suddenly from the most animating 
vivacity into fits of deep musing ; and there was 
sometimes an unaffected melancholy in his sniile, 
which Emily could not avoid understanding, for her 
heart was interested in the sentiment it spoke. 
; St. Aubert was refreshed by the shades, and they 
continued to saunter under them, following as nearly 
as they could guess the direction of the road, till 
they perceived that they had totally lost it. They 
had continued near the brow of the precipice, al- 
lured by the scenery it exhibited, while the road 
wound far away over the cliff above. Valancourt 
called loudly to Michael, but heard no voice, excef t 
his own echoing among the rocks, and his various 
efforts to regain the road were equally unsuccessful. 
While they were thus circumstanced^ they perceived 
a shepherd's cabin between the boles of the trees at 
some distance, and Valancourt bounded on first to 
ask assistance. When he reached it, he saw only 
two little children at play on the turf before the door. 
He looked into the hut, but no person was there ; 
and the eldest of the boys told him that their fathtr 
was with his flocks, and their mother was gone do\Y n 
into the vale, but would be back presently. As lie 
stood considering what was further to be done, on a 
sudden he heard MichaeFs voice roaring forth most 
manfully among the cliffs above, till he made their 
echoes ring. Valancourt immediately answered the 
call, and endeavoured to make his way through the 
thicket that clothed the steeps, following the di* 
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lection of the sound. After much straggle meif 
brambles and precipices, he reached Mic^ael^ aa4 * 
at length prevailed with him to be silent^ and to list^ 
en to him. The road was at a condderable di« 
stance from the spot where St. Aubert and Emily 
^ere ; the carriage could not easily return to the 
entrance of the wood; and^ since it would be very 
fttiguing for St Aubert to climb the long and sleep 
Eoad to the place where it now stood, Valancourt 
was anxious to find a move easy ascent, by the way 
he had himself passed. 

Meanwhile St« Aubert and Emily approached the 
cottage, and rested themselves on a rustic bench 
fastened between two pines which overshadowed it, 
till Valancourt, whose steps they had observed, 
should return. 

The eldest of the children desisted from his play, 
and stood still to observe the strangers, while the 
younger continued his little gambols^ and teased hl9 
brother to join in them. St. Aubert looked with 
pleasure upon this picture of inHsntine sifaaplicity^ 
till it brought to his remembrance his own boy9» 
whom he had lost about the age of these, and their 
lamented mother ; and he sunk into a thoughtful* 
ness; which Emily observing, she immediately begaa^ 
to sing one of those simple and lively airs he was so 
fond of, and which she knew how to give with the- 
most captivating sweetness. St. Aubert smiled e» 
her through his tears, took her hand and pressed it 
afiectionatel3r, and then tried to dissipate the melaa* 
choly reflections that lingered in his mind. 

AVhile she sung, Valancourt approached, who was 
unwilling to interrupt her, and paused at a little 
dktance to listen. When she liad conchided, he 
joined the party, and told them th^t he bad found 
Michael, as well as a way by which he thought they 
could ascend the cliff to the carriage* He pcHBted 



to the woody steeps above, which St* Aubert tur«. 
Feyed with an anxioua eye. He was already wearied 
by his walk, and this ascent was formidable to him. 
lie thought, however, it would be less toilsome than 
the long and broken road, and he determined to at- 
tempt it ; but Emily, ever watchful of his ease, 
proposing that he should rest, and dine before they 
proceeded further, Valancourt went to the carriage 
for the refreshments deposited there. 

On his return, he proposed temoving a little 
higher up the mountain, to where the woods open* 
ed upon a grand and extensive prospect ; and tht* 
ther they were preparing to go, when they saw % 
young woman join, the children, apd caress and 
weep over them. 

The travellers, interested by her distress, stopped 
to observe her. 8he took the youngest of the 
children in her arms, and, perceiving the strangers, 
hastily dried her tears and proceeded to the cot«* 
tage. St. Aubert, on inquiring the occasion of her 
sorrow, learned that her husband, who was a shep- 
h&rdf and lived here in the summer months to watch 
over the flocks he led to feed upon these mountains, 
had lost on the preceding night bis little all. A 
giuig of gipsies, who had for some time infested the 
neighbourhood, bad driven away several of his 
master's sheep. Jaques, added the shepherd's wife, 
had saved a little money, and had bought a few 
sheep with it, and now they must go to his master 
for those that are stolen ; and what is worse than 
al]| his master, when he comes to know how it is, will 
trust him no longer with the care of his flocks, for 
he ifr a hard man 1 and then what is to become of 
ear children ? 

The innocent countenance of the woman, and the 
simplicity of her mMiner in relating her grievaooe, 
inoUned St, Aubert $o believe her story; imd Vahme- 
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court, convinced that it was true, asked eagerljr 
l^hat was the value of the stolen sheep ; on hearing 
which he turned away with a look of disappoint- 
ment. St. Aubert put some money into her hand; 
Emily too gave something from her little purse, and 
they walked towards the cliff; but Valancourt lin-* 
g^ed behind, and spoke to the 8hepherd*8 wife, who 
was now weeping with gratitude and surprise. He 
inquired how much money was yet wanting to re- 
place the stolen sheep, and found that it was a sun) 
very little short of ^1 he had about him. He was 
psrplexed and distressed. This sum, then, said he 
to himself, would make this poor family completely 
happy — ^it is in my power to give it — to make them 
completely happy ! But what is to become of me ? 
•«-how shall I contrive to reacts home with the little 
money that will remain ? For a moment he stood, 
unwilling to forgo the luxury of raising a family 
from ruin to happiness, yet considering the difficul- 
ties of pursuing his'jonrney with so small a sum as 
would be left. 

While he was in this state of perplexity, the shep- 
herd himself appeared i his children ran to meet 
him ; he took one of them in his arms, and, with 
the other clinging to his coat, came forward with a 
loitering step. His forlorn and melancholy look 
determined Valancourt at once ; he threw down all 
the money he had, except a very few louis, and 
bounded away after St. Aubert and Emily, who were 
proceeding slowly up the steep. Valancourt had 
seldom felt his heart so light as at this moment ; 
his gay spirits danced with pleasure ; every object 
around him appeared more mteresting or beautiful 
than before. St. Aubert observed the uncommon 
vivacity of his countenance : W^at has pleased you 
so much ? said he. O what a lovely day ! replied Va- 
lancourt; bow brightly the sun shines ! how pura 
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is thif air ! what: enchanting scenery l-~It is indeed 
enchanlingy said St. Aubert, whom early experience 
had taught to undei^tand the nature of Valancourt's 
present feelings. What pity that the wealthy^ who 
can comniand such sunshine, should ever pass their 
days in gloom — in the cold shade of selfishness 1 For 
yott, my young friend, may the sun always shine as 
brightly as at diis moment ! may your own conduct 
always give you the sunshine of benevolence and 
reason united ! 

Yalancourt, highly flattered by this compliment, 
could make no reply but by a smile of gratitude. 

They continued to wind under the woods, be* 
tween the grassy knolls of the mountain, and at 
they reached the shady summit which he had point* 
ed out, the whole party burst into an exclamation* 
Bdiind the spot where they stood, the rock rose 
perpendicularly in a massy wall to a considerable 
neight, and then branched out into overhanging 
emgs. Their gray tints were well contrasted by the 
bright hues of the plants and wild flowers that grew 
in their fractured sides, and were deepened by the 
gloom of the pines and cedars that waved above* 
The steeps below, over which the eye passed abrupt* 
ly to the valley, were fringed with thickets of alpine 
dirubs ; and lower still appeared the tufted tops of 
the diesnut woods that clothed their base — among 
which peeped forth the shepherd's cottage just left 
by the travellers, with its blueish smoke curling high 
in the air. On every side appeared the majestic sum* 
mits of the Pyrenees ; some exhibiting tremendous 
cn^ of marble, whose appearance was champing 
every instant as the varying lights fell upon their 
sur&ee ; others, still higher, displaying only snowy 
points, while their lower steeps were covered almost 
invariably with forests of pine, larch, and oak, that 
stretched down to the vde. This was one oS the 

hS 



78 MY8TSBISS OF UDOLPHO. 

narrow valleys that open from the Pyrenees into the 
country of Rousillon, and whose green pastures and 
cultivated beauty form a decided ahd wonderful 
contrast to the romantic grandeur that environs it« 
Through a vista of the mountains appeared the low- 
lands of Rousillon, tinted with the blue haze of^di- 
stance, as they united with the waters of the Medi- 
terranean ; where, on a promontory which marked 
the boundary of the shore, stood a lonely beacon, 
over which were seen circling flights of sea-fowh 
Beyond appeared now and then a stealing sail, 
white with the sun-beam, and whose progress was 
perceivable by its approach to the light -house. 
Sometimes, too, was seen a sail so distant, that it 
served only to mark the line of separation between 
the sky and the waves. 

On the other side of the valley, immediately op* 
posite to the spot where the travellers rested, a 
rocky pass opened toward Gascony. Here no sign 
of cultivation appeared. The rocks of granite that 
screened the glen rose abruptly from their base, 
and stretched their barren pomts to the clouds, un* 
varied with woods, and uncheered even by a hunter's 
cabin. Sometimes, indeed, a gigantic larch threw 
its long shade over the precipice, and here and there 
a cliff reared on its brow a monumental cross, to 
tell the traveller the fate of him who had ventured 
thither before. This spot seemed the very haunt of 
banditti ; and Emily, as she looked down upon it, 
almost expected to see them stealing out from some 
hollow cave to look for their prey. Soon after an 
object not less terrific struck her— .- a gibbet, stand- 
ing on a point of rock near the entrance of the pass, 
and immediately over one of the crosses she had 
befqre observed. These were hieroglyphics that told 
a plain and dreadful story. She forbore to point it 
out to St. Aubert; but it threw a gloom ever hev 
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spirits^ and made her anxious to hasten forward, 
thi^t they might with certainty reach Rousillon be- 
fore night-^fal). It was necessary, however, that St. 
Aubert should take some refreshment ; and seating 
themselves on the short dry turf, they opened the 
basket of provisions, while 

by breezy murmurs cool'd, 

Broad o'er thdr heads the verdant cedars wave, 
And high palmetos lift their graceful shade. 

. they draw 

Ethereal soul, their drin]^ reviving gales 
Profusely breathing from the piney groves. 
And vales of fragrance ; there at distance hear 
The roaring f.oods and cataracts. 

Thomson. 

St. Aubert was revived by rest, and by the serene 
air of this summit ; and Valancourt was so charmed 
with all around^ and with the conversation of his 
companions, that he seemed to have forgotten he 
had any further to go. Having concluded thekr 
simple repast, they gave a long farewell look to the 
scene, and again began to ascend. St. Aubert re- 
joiced when he reached the carriage, which Emily 
entered with him ; but Valancourt, willing to take 
a more extensive view of the enchanting country^ 
info which they were about to descend, than he 
could do from a carriage, loosened his dogs, and 
once more bounded with them along the banks of 
the road. He often quitted it for points that pro- 
mised a wider prospect ; and the slow pace at which 
the mules travelled, allowed him to overtake them, 
with ease. Whenever a scene of uncommon mag- 
nificence appeared, he hastened to inform St. Auberti. 
who, though he was too much tired to walk himself^ 
sometimes made the chaise wait; while Emily wi^J^\ 
fq the neighbouring qj\ff, 
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It was evening when they descended the Umet 
Alps that bind Rousillon and form a majestic bar^ 
rier round that charming country, leaving it open 
only on the east to the Mediterranean. ' The gay 
tints of cultivation once more beautified the iand- 
scape; for the lowlands were coloured with the 
richest hues which a luxuriant climate and an in- 
dustrious people can awaken into life. Groves of 
orange and lemon perfumed the air, their ripe fruit 
glowmg among the foliage ; wliile, sloping to the 
plains, extensive vineyards spread their treasares. 
Beyond these, woods and pastures, and mingled 
towns and hamlets, stretched towards the sea, on 
whose bright surface gleamed many a distant sail ; 
while over the whole scene was dimised the purple 
glow of evening. This landscape, with the surround* 
ing Alps, did indeed present a perfect picture of the 
lovely and the sublime — of '< beauty sleeping in the 
lap of horror." 

The travellers, having reached the plains, pro- 
cceded between hedges of flowering myrtle and 
pomegranate to the town of Aries, where they 
purposed to rest for the night. They met mdth 
simple but neat accommodation, and would have 

{)assed a happy evening, after the toils, and the de- 
ights of this day, had not the approaching separa* 
tion thrown a gloom over their spirits. It was St. 
Aubert's plan to proceed on the morrow to the 
borders of the Mediterranean, and travel along its 
shores into Languedoc ; and Valancourt, since he 
was now nearly recovered, and had no longer a pre^ 
tence for continuing with his new friends, resolved 
to leave them here. St. Aubert, who was much 
pleased with him, invited him to go further, but 
did not repeat the invitation ; and Valancourt had 
resolution enough 4o forgo the temptation of ac« 
ceptiog it^ that he might prove himself not un« 



\ 
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worthy of the favour. On the follovring noorning, 
thererore, they were to part ; St. Aubert to pursue 
his way to Languedoc, and Valancourt to explore 
new scenes among the mountains, on his return 
home. During this evening he was often silent and 
thoughtful ; St. Aubert's manner towards him was 
affectionate, though grave ; and Emily was serious, 
thodgh she made frequent efforts to appear cheer^ 
ful. After one of the ipost melancholy evenings 
they had vet passed together, they separated for the 
night. 



CHAPTER VI- 



J care not. Fortune! what you me deny^ 
You cannot rob me of free Nature's grace; 
Tou cannot shut the windows of the sky, 
Through which Aurora shows her brightening face; ' 
You cannot bar my constant feet to trace 
The woods and lawns^ by liying stream* at eve : 
Let health my neryes and finer fibres braqe. 
And I their toys to the great children le^ve ; 
Of fancy, reason, virtue, nought can me bereave. 

Thomson- 



In the morning, Valctncourt breakfasted with St. 
Aubert and Emily, neither of whom seemed much 
refreshed by sleep. The languor of illness still hung 
over St; Aubert, and to Emily's fears his disorder 
appeared to be increasing fast upon him. She 
watohed his looks with anxious aftection, and their 
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expression was always faithfully reflected ia her' 
own. 

At the commencement of their acquaintance, 
Valancourt had made known his name and family. 
St. Aubert was not . a stranger to either ; for the 
family estates, which were now in the possession of 
an elder brother of Valancourt, were little more 
than twenty miles distant from La Valine, and he 
had sometimes met the elder Valancourt on visits 
in the neighbourhood. This knowledge had tnade 
him more willingly receive his present companion ; 
for, though his countenance and manners would 
have won him the acquaintance of St. Aubert, who 
was very apt to trust to the intelligence of his own 
eyes with respect to countenances, he would not 
htave accepted these as sufficient introductions to 
that of his daughter. 

The breakfast was almost as silent as the supper 
of the preceding night ; but their musing was at 
length interrupted by the sound of the carriage 
wheels which were to bear away St. Aubert and 
Emily. Valancourt started from his chair, and went 
to the window ; it was indeed the carriage, and he 
returned to his seat without speaking. The mo- 
ment was now come when they must part. St. Au- 
bert told Valancourt that he hoped he would never 
pass La Vallee without favouring him with a visit ; 
and Valancourt eagerly thanking him, assured him 
that he never would ; as he said which he looked 
timidly at Emily, who tried to smile away the seri- 
ousness of her spirits. They passed a few minutes 
in interesting conversation, and St. Aubert then 
led the way to the carriage, Emily and Valancourt 
following in silence. The latter lingered at the door 
several minutes afler they were seated, and none of 
the party seamed to have courage enough to say--^ 



Fftrarell 1 At length St. Aubert pronounced the 
melancholy word, whicli Emily passed to Valancourt, 
who returned it with a dejected smile, and the car- 
riage drove on. 

The trarellers remained for some time in a state 
of tranquil pensiveness which is not unpleasing* 
St. Aubert interrupted it by observing, This is a 
very promising young man ; it is many years since 
1 have been so much pleased with any person, on so 
shore an acquaintance. He brings back to my me« 
moiy the days of my youth, when every scene wa» 
new and delightful ! St. Aubert sighed, and sunk 
again into a reverie ; and as EmiJy looked back 
upon the road they had passed, Valancourt was seen, 
at the door of the little inn, following them with 
hts eyes. He perceived her, and waved his hand ; 
and she returned the adieu till the winding road 
shut her from his sight. 

I remember when I was about his age, resumed 
St. Aubert ; and I thought and felt exactly as he 
does. The world was opening upon me then ; now-^ 
it is closing. • 

My dear Sir, do not think so gloonaily, said 
Emily in a trembling voice; I hope you have many 
many 3'ear8 to live-— for your own sake— -for my 



Ah, my Emtty ! replied St. Aubert, for thy sake ! 
Well— I hope it is so. He wiped away a tear that 
was stealing down his cheek, threw a smile upon 
his countenance, and said in a cheering voice. 
There is something in the ardour and ingenuous-' 
ness of youth, which is particularly pleasing to the 
eoBtemplation of an old man, if his feelings have 
not been entirely colrroded by the world. It i$' 
cheering and reviving, like the view of spring to a 
sick person ; his mind catches somewhat of the spirit 
of the seascm, and hia eyes are lighted up witfi ^o 
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transient sunshine. Valancourt is this sjpruig t<t 
uie. 

Emily, who pressed her father's hand affectionate- 
)y, had never before listened with so much pleasure 
to the praises he bestowed ; no^ not even when he 
had bestowed them on herself. 

They travelled on, among vineyards, woods, and 
pastures, delighted with the romantic beauty of the 
landscape, which was* bounded on one side by the 
grandeur of the Pyrenees, and on the other by the 
ocean; and soon after noon they reached the town 
of Colioure, situated on the Mediterranean* Here 
they dined, and rested till towards the cool of day, 
when they pursued their way along the shores — 
those enchanting shores ! which extend to Langue- 
doc. Emily gazed with enthusiasm on the vastness 
of the sea, its surface varying as the lights and sha- 
dows fell, and on its woody banks mellowed with 
autumnal tints. 

St. Aubert was impatient to reach Perpignan^ 
where he expected letters from M. Quesnel ; and it 
was the expectation of these letters that had in- 
duced him to leave Colioure, for his feeble frame 
had required immediate rest. Afler travelling a few 
miles, he fell asleep ; and Emily, who had put two 
or three books into the carriage on leaving La Val- 
lee, had now the leisure for looking into them. 
She sought for one in which Valancourt had beeu 
reading the day before, and hoped for the pleasure 
of retracing a page over which the eyes of a be- 
loved friend had lately passed, of dwelling on the 
passages which he had admired, and of permitting 
them to speak to her in the language of his own 
mind, and to bring himself to her presence. On 
searching for the book she could find it no where, 
but in its stead perceived a volume of Petrarch's 
poemsj that had belonged to Valancourt^ whose 
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fidmewa^i written in it, and from which he had fre« 
quently read passages to her with all the pathetio 
expression that characterized the feelings of the 
author. She hesitated in believing, what would 
have been sufficiently apparent to almost any other 
person, that he had purposely lefl this book instead 
of the one she had lost, and that love had prompted 
the exchange; but having opened it with impatient 
pleasure, and observed the imes oft his pencil drawn 
along the various passages he had read aloud, and 
under others more descriptive of delicate tenderness 
than he had dared to trust his voice with, the con- 
viction came at length to her mind. For somei 
moments she was conscious only of being beloved ; 
then« a recollection of all the variations of tone and 
countenance with which he had recited these 8on« 
nets, and of the soul which spoke in their expres-* 
sion, pressed to her memory, and she wept over the 
ifiemorial of his affection. 

They arrived at Perpignan soon after sun-set^ 
where St. Aubert found, as he had expected, letters 
from M. Quesnel; the contents of which so evident-* 
ly and grievously affected him, that Emily was 
alarmed, and pressed him, as far as her delicacy 
would permit, to disclose the occasion of his con-' 
cern : but he answered her only by tears, and im- 
mediately began to talk on other topics. Emily^ 
though she forbore to press the one most interest- 
ing tp her, was greatly affected by her father*s mian-^ 
ner, and passed a night of sleepless solicitude. 

In the morning they pursued their journey along 
the coast towards Leucate, another town on the 
Mediterranean, situated on the borders of Langue-* 
doc and Rousillon. On the way, Emily renewed the 
subject oi' the preceding night, and appeared so 
deeply affectedby St. Aubert*s silence and dejection, 
that he relaxed from his reserve. 1 wai^ unwilling, 
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iny dear Emily, said he, to throw a cloud oter tb# 
pleasure you receive from these scenes, and meant, 
therefore, to conceal for the present some circum- 
stances, with which, however, you must at length 
have been made acquainted. But your anxiety has 
defeated my purpose ; you suffer as nrach from this, 
perhaps, as you will do from a knowledge of the 
facts I have to relate. M. Quesnel's visit proved an 
ui]Jiappy one to me ; he came to tell me a part of 
the news he has now confirmed. You may have 
heard me mention a M. Motteville of Paris, but 
you did not know that the chief of my personal 
property was invested in his hands. I had great 
confidence in him, and I am yet willing to believe 
that he is not wholly unworthy of my esteem. A 
variety of circumstances have concurred to ruin him, 
and — I am ruined with him. 

St. Aubert paused, to conceal his emotion. 

The letters I have just received from M. Quesnel, 
jresumed he, struggling to speak with firmness* in- 
closed others from Motteville, which confirmea all 
I dreaded. 

Must we then quit La Vallee ? said Emily, after 
'a long pause of silence. That is yet uncertain, re- 
plied St. Aubert; it will depend upon the com- 
promise Motteville is able to make with his credit- 
ors. My income, you know, was never large, and 
noM^ it will be reduced to little indeed ! It is for 
you, Emily — for you, my child, that I am most af- 
flicted. His last words faltered. Emily smiled ten- 
derly upon him through her tears, and then, endea- 
vouring to overcome her emotion. My dear father, 
said she, do not grieve for me, or for 3'ourself ; we 
may yet be happyr — if La Valine remains for us, we 
tnust be happy. We wiJl retain only one servant; 
«id you shall scarcely perceive the change in your 
income. Be comforted, my dear Sir ; we shall nut 
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feel the wapt of those luxuries which others value 
so highly^ since we never had a taste for them ; 
and poverty cannot deprive us of many consola- 
tions : it cannot rob us of the affection we have for 
each other, or degrade us in our own opinion, or 
in that of any person whose opinion we ought to 
value. 

St. Aubert concealed his face with his handker- 
chief, and was unable to speak: but Emily continued 
to urge to her father the truths which himself had 
impressed upon her mind. 

Besides, mv dear Sir, poverty cannot deprive us 
of intellectual delights. It cannot deprive you of 
the comfort of affording me examples of fortitude 
god benevolence, nor me of the delight of consoling 
a beloved parent. It cannot deaden our taste for 
the grand and the beautiful, nor deny us the means 
of indulging it ; for tlie scenes of nature-^those 
sublime spectacles, so infinitely superior to all arti- 
ficial luxuries! are open for the enjoyment of the 
poo? as well as of the rich. Of what, then, have 
we to complain, so long as we are not in want of 
necessaries ? Pleasures, such as wealth cannot buy, 
will still be ours. We retain, then, the sublime 
luxuries of nature, and lose only the frivolous ones 
of art. 

St. Aubert could not reply ; hf caught Emily to 
his bosom, their tears flowed fdgether ; but— they 
were not tears of sorrow. Afler this language of 
the heart, all other would have been feeble, atid they 
remained silent for some time. Then St. Aubert 
conversed as before ; for, if his mind had not re- 
covered its natural tranquillity, it at least assumed 
the appearance of it. 

They reached the romantic town of Leucate early 
in the day; but St. Aubert was weary, and they de- 
termined to pass the night there. In the evening 

I 2 
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he exerted himself so far as to walk with his daugh- 
ter to ^ view the environs, that overlook the lake of 
Leucate, the Mediterranean, part of Rousillon, with 
the Pyrenees, and a wide extent of the luxuriant 
province of Languedoc, now blushing with the 
ripened vintage which the peasants were beginning 
to gather. St. Aubert and Emily saw the busy 
groups, caught the joyous song that was wafted on 
the breeze, and anticipated with apparent pleasure 
their next day's journey over this gay region* He 
designed, however, still to wind along the sea-shore^ 
To return home immediately was partly his wish ; 
but from this he w^s withheld by a desire to 
lengthen the pleasure which the journey gave his 
daughter, and to try the effect of the sea air on his 
own disorder. 

On the following day, therefore, they recom- 
menced their journey through Languedoc, winding 
the shores of the Mediterranean ; the Pyrenees still 
forming the magnihcent back-ground of their pro- 
spects, while on their right was the ocean, and on 
their lefl, wide extended plains melting into the 
blue horizon. St. Aubert was pleased, and con* 
versed much with Emily ; yet his cheerfulness was 
sometimes artificial, and sometimes a shade of me- 
lancholy would steal upon his countenance and be^ 
tray him. This was soon chased away by Emily's 
smue ; who smiled, liowever, with an aching heart, 
for she saw that his misfortunes preyed upon his 
mind and upon his enfeebled frame. 

It was evening when they reached a small village 
of Upper Languedoc, where they meant to pass the 
night, but the place could not afford them beds ; 
for here, too, it was the time of the vintage ; and 
they were obliged to proceed to the next post. The 
languor of illness and of fatigue, which returned 
Ijpon St, Aubert, required immediate repose^ wnOi, 
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the evening was now far advanced ; but from ne« 
cessity there was no appeal, and he ordered Michael 
to proceed. 

The rich plains of Languedoc, which exhibited 
all the glories of the vintage, with the gaieties of a 
French festival, no longer awakened St. Aubert to 
pleasure, whose condition formed a mournful con- 
trast to the hilarity and youthful beauty which sur- 
rounded him. As his languid eyes moved over the 
scene, he considered tiiat they would soon, perhaps, 
be closed for ever on this world. Those distant and 
sublime mountains, said he secretly, as he gazed on 
a chain of the Pyrenees that stretched towards the 
west, these luxuriant plains, this blue vault, the 
cheerful light of day, will be shut from my eyes ! 
The song of the peasant, the cheering voice of man 
—will no longer sound for me ! 

The intelligent eyes of Emily seemed to read what 
passed in the mind of her father, and she fixed them 
on his face with an expression of such tender pity 
as recalled his thoughts from every desultory object 
of regret, and he remembered only that he must 
leave his daughter without protection. This reflec- 
tion changed regret to agony : he sighed deeply^ 
and remained silent, while she seemed to under- 
stand that sigh, for she pressed his hand affection- 
ately, and then turned to the window to conceal her 
tears. The sun now threw a last yellow gleam on 
the waves of the Mediterranean, and the gloom of 
twilight spread fast over the scene, till only a 
melancholy ray appeared on the western horizon, 
marking the point where the sun had set amid the 
vapours of an autumnal evening. A cool breeze 
now came from the shore, and Emily let down the 
glass ; but the air which was refreshing to health, 
was as chilling to sickness, and St. Aubert desired 
that the window might be drawn up. Increasing 

i3 
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illness made him now more anxious than ever to 
finish the day's journey, dnd he stopped the mule-^ 
teer to inquire how far they had yet to go to the 
next post. He replied, Nine miles. I feel I am un- 
able to proceed much further, said St. Aubert ; in- 
ijuire, as you go, if there is any house on the road 
that would accommodate us for the night. He sunk 
back in the carriage; and Michael, cracking his whip 
in the air, set off, and continued on the full gallop, 
till St. Aubert, almost fainting, called to him to 
stop. Emily looked anxiously from the window, and 
saw a peasant walking at some little distance on the 
road, for whom they wailed till he came up, when 
he was asked if there was any house in the neigh- 
bourhood that accommodated travellers. He replied, 
that he knew of none. There is a chateau, indeed, 
among those woods on the right, added he, but I 
believe it receives nobody, and I cannot show you 
the way, for I am almost a stranger here. St. Aubert 
was going to ask him some further question con- 
cerning the chateau, but the man abruptly passed 
on. After some consideration, he ordered Michael 
to proceed slowly to the woods. Every moment 
now deepened the twilight and increased the difB- 
culty of finding the road. Another peasant soon 
after passed. Which is the way to the chatjeau in 
the woods? cried Michael. 

The chateau in the woods! exclaimed the peasant 
—Do you mean that with the turret yonder ? 

I don't know as for the turret, as you call it, said 
Michael, I mean that white piece of a building that 
we see at a dist^ce there, among the trees. 

Yes, that is the turret ; why, who are you, that 
you are going thither? said the man with sur- 
prise. 

St. Aubert on hearing this odd question, and 
pl^serving tl^e peculiar tone in which it was de» 
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Hveved, looked out from the carriage. We sre 
travellers, said he, who are ia search of a house of 
accommodation for the night ; is there any here- 
about ? 

* None, Monsieur, unless you have a mind to try 
your luck yonder, replied the peasant, pointing to 
the woods; but I would not advise you to go 
there. 

To whom does the chateau belong? 

I scarcely know myself, Monsieur, 

It is uninhabited, then ? — No, not uninhabited ; 
the steward and housekeeper are there, I believe. 

On hearing this, St. Aubert determined to pro- 
ceed to the chateau, and risk tbe refusal of being 
accommodated for the night : he therefore desired 
the countryman would show Michael the way, and 
bade him expect reward for his trouble. The man 
was for a moment silent, and then said that he 
was going on other business, but that the road 
could not be missed, if they went up an avenue to 
the right, to which he pointed. St. Aubert wag 
going to speak, but the peasant wished him good-^ 
night, and walked on. 

The carriage now moved towards the avenue, 
which was guarded by a gate ; and Michael having 
dismounted to open it, they entered between rowa 
of ancient oak and rhesnut, whose intermingled 
branches formed a lofty arch above. There was, 
something so gloomy and desolate in th& appear- 
ance of this avenue and its lonely silence, that 
Emily almost shuddered as she passed along; an4 
recollecting the* manner in which the peasant had 
mentioned the chateau, she gave a mysterious 
meaning to his words, such as she had not suspect- 
ed when he uttered them. These apprehensions, 
however, she tried to check, considering that they 
were probably the effect of a melanchoi^ ifangin^ 
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tion, which her father's situation, and a considera- 
tion of her own circumstances, had made sensible 
to every impression. 

They passed slowly on, for they were now almost 
in darkness, which, together with the unevenness 
of the ground, and the frequent roots of old trees 
that shot up above the soil, made it necessary to 
proceed with caution. On a sudden Michael stopped 
the carriage ; and as St. Aubert looked from the 
window to inquire the cause, he perceived a figure 
at some distance moving up the avenue. The dusk 
would not permit 'him to distinguish what it waf, 
but he bade Michael go on. 

This seems a strange wild place, said Michael : 
there is no house hereabout: dont your honour 
think we had better turn back ? 

Go a little further, and if we see no house then» 
we will return to the road, replied St. Aubert. 

Michael proceeded with reluctance ; and the ex- 
treme slowness of his pace made St. Aubert look 
again from the window to hasten him, when again 
he saw the same figure. He was somewhat startled : 
probably the gloominess of the spot made him more 
liable to alarm than usual. However this might be^ 
he now stopped Michael, and. bade him call to the 
person in the avenue. 

Please your honour, he may be a robber, said 
Michael. It does not please roe, replied St. Aubert, 
who coidd not forbear sniiJing at the simplicity of 
his phrase; and we will therefore return to the 
road, for I see no probability of meeting here with 
what we seek. 

Michhel turned about immediately, and was re* 
tracing his way with alacrity, when a voice was 
heard from among the trees on the left. It was not 
the voice of command, or distress ; but a deep hol- 
low tone, which^eemed to be scarcely human. The 
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tnan whipped his mules till they weat as fkst as 
possible, regardless of the darkness, the brol^en 
ground) and the necks of the whole party ; nor once 
stopped till he reached the gate which opened from 
the avenue into the high road, where he went into 
9 more moderate pace. 

I am very ill, said St. ^ub^r'* taking his daugh- 
ters hand. You are worse, then, Sir I said Emily, 
extremely alarmed by his manner : ydu are worse, 
and here is no assistance ! Good God ! what is tp 
be done ? He leaned his head onJier shoulder, while 
she endeavoured to support him with her arm ; and 
Michael was again ordered to stop. When the rat- 
tling of the wheels l^ad ceased, music was heard on 
the air : it was to Emily the voice of Hope : Oh ! 
we are near some human habitation ! said she : help 
may soon be had. 

She listened anxiously : the sounds were distant, 
and seemed to come from a remote part of the 
woods that bordered the road ; and as she looked 
towards the spot whence they issued, she perceived 
in the faint moon-light something like a chateau. 
It was difficult, however, to reach this : St. Aubert 
was now too ill to bear the motion of the carriage ; 
Michael could not quit his mules ; and Emily, who 
still supported ber father, feared to leave him, and 
also feared to venture alone to such a distance, she 
knew not whither, or to whom. Something, how- 
ever, it was necessary to determine upon immedi- 
ately : St. Aubert. therefore, told Michael to pro- 
ceed slowly ; but they had not gone far, when he 
fainted, and the carriage was again stopped. He 
Jay quite senseless. My dear, dear father! cried 
Emily in great agony, who began to fear that he 
was dying ; speak, if it is only one word, to let me 
hear the so^nd of your voice ! But tio voice spoke 
in reply. In an agony of terror she bade Michael 
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bring water from the! rivulet that flowed along the 
road ; and having received some in the man's hat^ 
with trembling hands she sprinkled it over her fa* 
ther*s face, which, as the moon's rays now fell upon 
it, seemed to bear the impression of death. £very 
emotion of selfish fear now gave way to a stronger 
influence; and committing St. Aubert to the care 
of Michael, who refused to go far from his mules, 
she stepped from the carriage in search of the cha- 
teau she had seen at a distance. It was a still moon- 
light night, and the music, which yet sounded on 
the air, directed her steps from the high road up a 
shadowy lane that led to the woods. Her mind was 
for some time so entirely occupied by anxiety and 
terror for her father, that she felt none for herself> 
till the deepening gloom of the overhanging foliagey 
which now wholly excluded the moon-light, and Uie 
wildness of the place, recalled her to a sense of her 
adventurous situation, Tlie music had ceased, and 
she had no guide but chance. For a moment she 
paused in terrified perplexity ; till a sense of her 
lather's condition again overcoming every consider- 
ation for herself, she proceeded. The lane termi- 
nated in the woods ; but she looked round in vain 
for a house or a human being, and as vainly listened 
for a sound to guide her. She hurried on, however, 
not knowing whither, avoiding the recesses of the 
woods, and endeavouring to keep along their mar- 
gin, till a rude kind of avenue, which opened upon 
a moon-light spot, arrested her attention. The 
wildness of this avenue brought to her recollection 
the one leading to the turreted chateau, and she 
was inclined to believe that this was a part of the 
same domain, and probably led to the same point. 
While she hesitated whether to follow it or not, a 
sound of many voices in loud merriment burst upon 
her ear : it seemed not the laugh of cheerfulness^ 
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but of riot; and she stood appalled. While she 
paused, she heard a distant voice calling from the 
way she had come, and not doubting but it was 
that of Michael, her first impulse was to hasten 
back; but a second thought changed her purpose-*- 
she believed that nothing less than the last extre- 
mity could have prevailed with Michael to quit his 
mules ; and fearing that her father was now dying, 
she rushed forward, with a feeble hope of obtaining 
assistance from the people in the woods. Her heart 
beat with fearful expectation as she drew near the 
spot whence the voices issued, and she oflen startled 
when her steps disturbed the fallen leaves.. The 
sounds led her towards the moon-light glade she 
had before noticed ; at a little distance from which 
she stopped, and saw between the boles of the trees 
a small circular level of green turf, surrounded by 
the woods, on which appeared a group of figures* 
On drawing nearer, she distinguished these, by their 
dress, to be peasants, and perceived several cottages 
scattered round the edge of the woods, which wared 
loftily over this spot. While she gazed, and endea- 
voured to overcome the apprehensions that withheld 
her steps, several peasant girls came out of A cot- 
tage ; music instantly struck up, and the dance be- 
gan. It was the joyous niusic of the vintage — the 
same she had before heard upon the air. Her heart, 
occupied with terror for her father, could not feel 
the contrast which this gay scene offered to her own 
distress. She stepped hastily forward towards a 
group of elder persons who were seated at the door 
of a cottage, and, having explained her situation, 
entreated their assistance. Several of them rose with 
alacrity, and, offering any service in their power^ 
fjpilowed Emily, who seemed to move on the wind, 
a$ fast as they could towards the road. 
When she reached the carriage, she found St. Au- 
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bert restored to anhnatioD. On the recoveiy'of Ui^ 
senses, having heard from Michael whither his 
daughter was gone, anxiety for her overcame every 
regard for himself, and he had sent him in search of 
her. He was, however, still languid; and perceiving 
himself unable to travel much further, he renewed 
his inquiries for an inn, and concerning the chateau 
in the woods. The chateau cannot accommodate 
you, Sir, said a venerable peasant who had followed 
Emily from the woods; it is scarcely inhabited; 
but if you will do me the honour to visit my cot* 
tage, you shall be welcome to the best bed it 
aftords. 

St. Aubert was himself a Frenchman, he there-^ 
fore was not surprised at French courtesy ; but, ill 
as he was, he felt the value of the ofier enhanced 
by the manner which accompanied it* He had too 
much delicacy to apologize, or to appear to hesitate 
about availing himself of the peasant's hospitality ; 
but immediately accepted it, with the same frank- 
ness with which it was ofered. 

The carriage again moved slowly on ; Michael 
following the peasants lip the lane which Emily had 
iust quitted, till they came to the moon-light glade. 
St. Aubert's spirits were so far restored by the cout* 
tesy of his host and the near prospect of repose, that 
he looked ^ith asweet ci>mplacency upon the moon- 
light scene, surrounded by the shadowy woods» 
through which, here and there, an opening admit«> 
ted the streaming splendour, discovering a cottage 
or a sparkling rivulet. He listened, with no painful 
emotion, to the merry notes of the guitar and tarn- 
borine ; and though tears came to his eyes when he 
saw the debonnaire dance of the peasants, they were 
not merely tears of mournful regret. With Emily. 
it was otherwise : immediate terror for her father 
bad now subsided into a gentle melancholyi which 
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twety not6 of joy, by awakening comparison, served 
to heighten. - 

The dance ceased on the approach of the carriage^ 
which was aphaenomenon in these sequestered woods, 
and the peasantry flocked round it with eager curi- 
osity. On learning that it brought a sick stranger, 
several girls ran across the turf, and returned with 
wine and baskets of grapes^ which they presented 
to the travellers— each with kind contention press-* 
log for a preference. 

' At length the carriage stopped at a neat cottage ) 
and bis venerable conductor having assisted St. Au« 
bert to alight, led him and £mily to a small inner 
room, illumined only by moon-beams which the 
open casement admitted. St. Aubert, rejoicing in 
rest, seated hiiAself in an arm-chair, and his senses 
were refreshed by the cool and balmy air that lightly 
waved the embowering honey-suckles, and wafted 
their sweet breath into the apartment. His host^ 
who was called La Voisin, quitted the room, but soon 
returned with fruits, cream, and all the pastoral 
luxury his cottage afforded; having set down which 
with a smile of unfeigned welcome, he retired be* 
hind the chair of his gilest. St« Aubert insisted on 
his taking a seat at the table ; and when the fruit 
had allayed the fever of his palate, and he found 
I himself somewhat revived, he began to converse 
! with his host ; who communicated several particu^ 
lars concerning himself and his family, which were 
interesting, because they were spoken from the 
heart, and delineated a picture of the sweet cour* 
tesies o£ family kindness. Emily sat by her father, 
holding his hand ; and while she listened to the old 
man, her heart swelled with the affectionate sym- 
pathy he described,' and her tears fell to the mourn* 
iid consideration that death would probably soon 
deprive her of the dearest blessing she then possess- 

VOL.' XL V. K 
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«d« The soft moon-light of an autmnnal eteiilng, 
and the distant music which now sounded a plain- 
tive strain, aided the melancholy of her mind. The 
old man continued to talk of his family, and St. 
Aubert remained silent. 1 have only one daughter 
livings said La Voisin ; but she is happily married, 
and is every thing to me. When i lost my wife, he 
.added with a sigh, I came to live with Agnes and 
her family : she has several children, who are all 
dancing on the green yonder, as merry as grasshop- 
pers — and long may they be so ! I hope to die 
Among them, Monsieur. I am <^d now, and cannot 
expect to live long : but there is some comfort in 
dying surrounded by one^s children. 

My good friend, said St. Aubert, while his voice 
trembled, I hope you will long live surrounded by 
them. 

Ah, Sir ! at my age I must not expect that ! re* 
plied the old man, and he paused : I can scai'cely 
tprish it, he resumed ; for 1 trust that' whenever I 
die I shall go to heaven, where my poor wife is gone 
before me : I can sometimes almost fancy I see tier, 
of a still moon-ligtrt night, walking among these 
shades she loved so weU. Do you believe, Mon- 
sieur, that we shall be permitted to revisit the earth 
iifter we have quitted the body? 

Emily could no longer stifle the anguish of her 
heart ; her tears fell rast upon her father's hand, 
whieh she yet held. He made an effort k> speak, 
and at length said in a low voice, I hope we sb^ 
be permitted to look down on those we have left on 
the earth ; but I can only hope it : fliturity is much 
veiled from our eyes, and faith and hope are our 
only guides concerning it. We are not enjoined to 
believe that disembodied spirits watth over Ihe 
friendiB they have loved, but we may innocently hope 
it. It is a hope which I will never resigA, continued 
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Be, nthile he wiped the tears from his daughter'* 
^es : it will sweeten the bitter moments of death I 
Tears fell slowly on his cheeks : La Voisin wept too ; 
and there was a pause of silence. Then La Voisin, 
renewing the subject, said, But you belieTe, Sir, 
that we shall meet in another world the relatipna we 
have loved in this ? I must believe this. Then do> 
believe it, replied St.Aubert} severe, indeed, would 
be the pangs of separation, if we believed it to be 
eternal. Look up, my dear Emily, we shall meet 
again ! He lifted his eyes towards heaven, and n 
gleam of moon-light, which fell upon his counte- 
nance, discovered peace and resignation stealing on 
the lines of sorrow. 

La Voisin felt that he had pursued the subject too 
&r, and he dropped it, saying, We are in darkness ; 
I forgot to bring a light. 

Moy said St. Aubert, this is a light I love ; sit 
down, my good friend. Emily, my love, I find my- 
self better than I have been all day : this air re-» 
freshes me. I. can enjoy this tranquil hour, and 
that music which floats so sweetly at a distance* 
Let me see you smile. Who touches that guitar so 
tastefully ? Are there two instruments, or is it an 
echo I hear ? 

It .is an echo, Monsieur, I fancy. That guitar i» 
often heard at night, when all is still, but nobody 
knows who touches it ; and it is sometimes accom- 
panied by a voice so sweet aod so sad, that one 
would almost think the woods were haunted. They 
certainly are haunted, said St. Aubert with a smile ; 
but I believe it is by mortals. I have sometimes 
heard it at midnight, when I could not sleep, re- 
joined La Voisin, not seeming to notice this remark, 
almost under my window ; and I never heard any 
music like it : it has often made me think of my 
poor wife till I cried. I have sometimes got up to 
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the window, to look if I could see any body t but 
as span as I opened the casement, all was hushed, 
and nobody to be seen ; and I have listened and 
listened, till I have been so timorous that even the 
trembling of the leaves in the breeze has made me 
start. They say it often comes to warn people of 
their death ; but I have heard it these many years/ 
and outlived the warning. 

Emily, though she smiled at the mention of this 
ridiculous superstition, could not, in the present 
tone of her spirits, wholly resist its contagion. 

Well, but my good friend, said St. Aubert, has 
nobody had courage to follow the sounds ? if they 
had, they would probably have discovered who is 
the musician. Yes, Sir, they have followed them 
some way into the woods ; but the music has still 
retreated, and seemed as distant as ever ; and the 
people have at last been afraid of being led into 
harm, and would go no further. It is very seldom 
that I have heard these sounds so early in the even- 
ing ; they usually come about midnight, when that 
bright planet, which is rising above Uie turret yon- 
der, sets below the woods on the left. 

What turret ? asked St. Aubert with quickness i 
I see none. 

Your pardon. Monsieur; you do see one indeed, 
for the moon shines full upon it — up the avenue 
yonder, a long way off: the chateau it belongs to 
is hid among the trees. 

Yes, my dear Sir, said Emily, pointing ; don't 
you see something glitter above the dark woods ? 
It is a vane, I fancy, which the rays fall upon. 

O yes ; I see what you mean. And whom does 
the chateau belong to ? 

The Marquis de Villeroi was its owner, replied La 
Voisin emphatically. 

Ah! s^d St, Aujbert with a deep ^igh| are wq 
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Ihed 90 near Le-Blaoc? He appeared much agi-^ 
tated. 

It used to be the Marquis's favourite residence^ 
resumed La Voisin ; but he took a dislike to the 
place, and has not been there for many years. We 
have heard lately that he is dead, and that it is fallen 
into other hands* St. Aubert, who had sat in deep 
musing, was roused by the last words. Dead I he 
exclaimed i Good God ! when did he die ? 

He is reported to have died about five weeks since^ 
replied La Voisin. Did you know the Marquis, Sir ? 

This is very extraordinary I said St. Aubert, with« 
out attending to the question.— Why is it so, my 
dear Sir? said Emily, in a voice of timid curiosity* 
He made no reply, but sunk again into a reverie ; 
and in a few moments, when he seemed to have 
recovered himself, asked who had succeeded to the 
estates. I have forgot his title, Monsieur, said La 
Voisin ; but my Lord resides at Paris chiefly ; I hear 
no talk of his coming hither. 

The chateau is shut up then, still? 

Why, little better, Sir ; the old housekeeper and 
her husband the steward have the care of it, but 
they live generally in a cottage hard by. 

The chateau is spacious, I suppose ? said Emily^ 
and must be desolate for the residence of only two 
personsk 

Desolate enough. Mademoiselle, replied La Voi- 
sin : I would not pass one night in the chateau for 
the value of the whole domain. 

What is that? said St. Aubert, roused again from 
thoughtfulness. As his host repeated his last sen- 
tence, a groan escaped from St. Aubert, and theoi 
as if anxious to prevent it from being noticed, he 
hastily asked La Voisin how long he had lived in 
this neighbourhod. Almost from my childhood| 
'" V rqpUed his host* 
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You remember the late MaFchioness, then ? said 
St. Aubert in an altered voice. 

Ah, Monsieur ! — that I do well. There are many 
beside rae who remember her. 

Yes, said St. Aubert — and I am one of those. 

Alas, Sir ! you remember then a most beautiful 
and excellent lady. She deserved a better fate. ^ 

Tears stood in St. Aubert's eyes. — Enough, said 
he, in a voice almost stifled by the violence of his 
^motions — it is enough, my friend. 

Emily, though extremely surprised by her father's 
manner, forbore to express her feelings b}^ any ques- 
tion. La Voisin began to apologize, but St. Aubert 
interrupted him: Apology is quite unnecessary^ 
said he ; let us change the topic. You were speak<* 
ing of the music we just now heard. 

I was. Monsieur — but hark! it comes again; 
listen to that voice ! They were all silent : 

At last a soft and solemn-breathing sound 
Rose, like a stream of rich distilled perfumes. 
And stole upon the air ; that even Silence 
Was took ere she was 'ware, and wish'd she might 
Deny her nature, and be never more ^ 

Still, to be so displaced. 

MutoKj 

In a few moments the voice died into air, and th(^ 
instrument, whioh had been heard before, sounded 
in low symphony. St. Aubert now observed that 
it produced a tone much more full and melodious 
than that of a guitar, and still more melancholy and 
soft than the lute. They continued to listen, but 
the sounds returned no more. This is strange ! said 
St. Aubert, at length interrupting the silence. Very 
Strange ! said Emily. It is so, rejoined La Voisin ; 
^d they were again silent. 

Aft^r ^ long paHse^ It is now about eighteen years 
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since I first heard that music» said La Voisin; I re- 
member it was on a fine summer's night, much like 
this, but later, that I was walking in the woods, and 
alone. I remember, too, that my spirits were very 
low, for one of my boys was ill, and we feared we 
should lose him. I had been watching at his bed- 
side all the evening, while his mother slept; for she 
had sat up with him the night before. I had been 
watching, and went out for a little fresh air : the 
day had been very sultry. As I walked under the 
shades, and mused, I heard music at a distance, and 
thought it was Claude playing upon his fiute, as he 
often did of a fine evening, at the cottage door. 
But when I came to a place where the trees open- 
ed, (I shall never forget it !) and stood looking up 
Si,t the north-lights, whioh shot up the heaven to a 
great height, I heard all of a sudden such sounds ! 
—they came so as I cannot describe. It was like 
the music of angels; and I looked up again, almost 
expecting to see them in the sky. When I came 
home, I told what I had heard ; but they laughed 
at me, and said it must be some of the shepherds 
playing on their pipes, and I could not persuade 
them to the contrary. A few nights after, how- 
ever, my wife herself heard the same sounds, and 
was as much surprised as I was ; and Father Denis 
frightened her sadly, by saying that it was music 
come to warn her of her child's death, and that 
music oflen came to houses where there was a dy- 
ing person. 

Emily, on hearing this, shrunk with a supersti- 
tious dread entirely new to her, and could scarcely 
conceal her agitation from St. Aubert. 

But the boy lived, Monsieur, in spite of Father 
Penis. 

Father Penis ! said St. Aubertj who had listeue^ 



to ^* tamtire old age '' with {Mtieat attention^ 
Are we near a conTent, then ? 

YeSy Sir, the convent of SL Clair atanda «t n0 
great distance, on the sea-chote yonder. 

Ah! said St. Aubert, as if struck with some siid^ 
den remembrance, the coliTent of St« Clairl Emily 
observed the clouds of grief, mingled with a faint 
expression of horror, gathering on his brow ; his 
countenance became fixed, and, touched as it now 
was by the silver whiteness of the moooligbit, he 
resembled one of those marble statues of a monu<* 
nent, which seem to bend in hopeless sorrow over 
the ashes of the deadi shown 

i . . • • bj the blunted light 
Xhat the dim moon through pailited easements lends. 

The £mig bants j 

« 

But, toy dear Sit, said Emilvi anxious to ilm* 
j^te his thoughts^ you forget that repose is neces« 
aary to you. If our kind host will gWe me leave^ 
I will prepare your bed, for I know how you like i| 
to be maae. St. Aubert, recollecting himself and 
amiliiig affectionately, desired she would not add to 
her fatigue by that attention ; and La Voisin, whose 
consideration for his guest had been suspended by 
the interests which his own narrative had recaUed, 
now started from his seat, and, apologizing for not 
havbig called Agnes from the green, nurried out of* 
the toom. 

In a few momentis he returned Ivith his daughtei", 
a young wotoan of a pleasing countenance; and 
Emily learned from her, what she had not before 
cuapected, that, for their accommodation, it was 
necessary part of La Yoisin's femily should leave 
their beds: she lamented this circumstance; but 
Agnes, by her reply, fully proved that she ihherited 



MTSTEIIIES OF UDOLPHOa 105 

At least a share of her father*s courteous hospitality. 
It was settled that some of her children and Mi- 
chael should sle^p in the neighbouring cottage. 

If I am better to-morrow, my dear, said St. Au- 
bert when Emily returned to him, I mean to set out 
at an early hour, that we may rest during the heat 
of the day, and will travel towards home. In the 
present state of my health and spirits, I cannot look 
on a longer journey with pleasure, and I am also 
very anxious to reach La Vall6e. Emily, though 
she also desired to return, was grieved at her father's 
sudden wish to do so, which she thought indicated 
a greater degree of indisposition than he would ac- 
knowledge. St. Aubert now retired to rest, and 
Emily to her little chamber, but not to immediate 
repose : her thoughts returned to the late conver- 
sation concerning the state of departed spirits— a 
subject at this time particularly affecting to her, 
when she had -every reason to believe that her dear 
father would ere long be numbered with them. She 
leaned pensively on the little open casement, and 
in deep thought fixed her eyes on the heaVen, whose 
blue unclouded concave was studded thick with 
stars, die worlds perhaps of spirits, unsphered of 
mortal mould. As her eyes wandered along the 
boundless ether, her thoughts rose, as before, to- 
wards the sublimity of the Deity, and to the con- 
templation of futurity. No busy note of this world 
interrupted the course of her mind; the me^ry dance 
had ceased, and every cottager had retired to his 
home. The still air seemed scarcely to breathe 
upon the woods, and now and then the distant 
sound of a solitary sheep^bell, or of a closing case- 
ment, was all that broke on silence. At length, 
even this hint of human being was heard no more* 
Elevated and enwrapt, while her eyes were often 
yr^t with tears of sublime devotion and solemn awe. 



she conliiiued at the casement till the gloom of mSd- 
niglit hunff over the earth, and the planet, which Lar 
Voisin had pointed out, sunk below the woods. She 
then recollected what he had said concerning thi& 
planet, and the mysterious music ;'and as she linger^ 
ed at the window, half hoping and half fearing that it 
would return, her mind was led to the remembrance 
of the extreme emotion her father had shown ei^ 
mention of the Marquis La Villeroi's death, and of 
ibe fate of the Marchioness, and she felt strongly 
interested concerning the remote cause of this emo^ 
tion. Her surprise and curiosity were indeed the 

Kater, because she did not recollect ever to have 
ird him mention the name of Villeroi* 
No music, however, stole on the silenoe of the 
night ; and £mily perceiving the lateness of the 
hour, returned to a scene of fiitigue/ remenaJbered 
that she was to rise early in me mormag^ w4 
Ivithdrew from the window to repose* 
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CHAPTER VIL 



« « . . . Let those deplone their doom, 
"Whese hope still grovels in this dark sojourn. 
But lofty souls can look beyond the tomb, 
Can smile at fate, and wonder how they mourn. 
Shall Spring to these sad scenes no more return? 
Is yonder wave the sun*s eternal bed ? ■ ■ ■ 
Soott shall the orient with new lustre bum, 
And Spring shall soon her vital influence (^ed. 
Again attune the grov^ again adorn the mead ! 



Emilt, called, as she had requested, at an early 
hour, wroke, little refreshed by sleep ; for uneasy 
dreams had pursued her, and marred the kindest 
ble^si^g of the unhappy. But when she opened 
her easement, looked out upon the woods bright 
with the morning sun, and inspired the pure air« 
her mind was soothed. The seene was mled with 
that cheering freshness which seems to breathe tb^ 
very spirit of health, and she heard only sweet and 
picturesque sounds, if such an expression may be 
allowed-^the matin-bell of a distant convent, the 
faittt murmur of the sea-waves, the song of birds^ 
and the far*off low of cattle which she saw coming 
slowly on between the trunks of the trees^ Struck 
with the circumstances of imagery around her, she 
indulged the pensive tranquillity which they inspir** 
ed ; and while she leaned on her window, waiting 
till ^ktf Aubert ^oald descend to breakfast, her idea$ 
JrrlDged themselves in the following lines <-« 
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* 

THE FIRST HOUR OF MORNING?^ 

How sweet to wind the forest*s tangled shade. 
When early twilight^ from tlte eastern bound. 

Dawns on the sleeping landscape in the glade. 
And fades as Morning spreads her blush around f 

» 
When every infant flower, that wept in night. 

Lifts its chill head, soft glowing witli a tear^ 
Expands its tender blossom to tlie light, 

And gives its incense to the genial air. 

How fresh the breeze that wafts tlie rich perfume^ 
And swells tlie melody of walking birds ! 

The hum of bees, beneath tlie verdant gloom ! 
And woodman's song ! and low of distant herds t 

Then, doubtful gleams the mountain's hoary head. 
Seen through the parting foliage from afar. 

And, further still, the ocean's misty bed^ 

With flitting sails, that partial su^-beams shares 

But vain the sylvan shade, the breath of May^ 
The voice of music floating on the gale, 
And forms that beam through Mornfng's dewy veil. 

If health no longer bid the heart be gay I 

O balmy hour I 'tis thine her wealth to give^ 

Here spread her bliish, and bid the parent live ! 

I 

Emily now heard persons- moving below m the 
cottage, and presently the voice of Michael, who 
was talking to his mules as he led them forth front 
a hut adjoining. As she left the looro, St^ Aubert^ 
who was now risen, met her at the door, apparently 
as little restored by sleep as herself^ She led hioi 
down stairs to the little parlour in which they had 
supped on the preceding night, where they found a 
neat breakfast set out, while the host and hi» daagh« 
ter waited to bid them good-morrow.— I envy yoti 
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thlB cottage, my good friends, said St. Aubert fis 
he met them, it is so feasant, so quiet, and so neat ; 
and this air that one breathes — if any thing could 
restore lost health, it would surely be this air. 

La Voisin bowed gratefully, and replied, with the 
gallantry of a Frenchman, Our cottage may be en- 
vied, Sir, since you and Mademoiselle have honour- 
ed it with your presence. St. Aubert gave him a 
friendly smile for his compliment, and sat down to 
a table spread with cream, fruit, new cheese, but- 
ter, and coffee. Emily, who had observed her fa- 
thei^ with attention, and thought he looked very ill, 
endeavoured to persuade him to defer travelling till 
the afternoon ; but he seemed very anxious to be 
at home» and his anxiety he expressed repeatedly, 
and with an earnestness that was unusual with him. 
He now said he found himself as well as he had 
been of late, and that he could bear travelling bet- 
ter in the cool hour of the morning than at any 
other time. But while he was talking with his ve- 
nerable host, and thanking him for his kind atten- 
tions, Emily observed his countenance change, and 
before she could reach him he fell back in his chair« 
In a few moments he recovered from the suddea 
faintness that had come over him ; but felt so ill 
that he perceived himself unable to set out ; and 
having remained a little while, struggling against 
the pressure of indisposition, he begged ne might 
be helped up stairs to bed. This request renewed 
all the terror which Emily had suffered on the pre- 
ceding evening ; but, though scarcely able to sup- 
port herself under the sudden shock it gave her, she' 
tried to conceal her apprehensions from St. Aubert, 
and gave her trembling arm to assist him to the 
floor of his chamber. 

Wlien he was once more in bed, he desired that 
Emily, who' was thea weeping in her own rooxn> 

VOL. XLV. i^ 
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might be called ^ and as she came, he waved Us 
hand for every other person to quit the apartments 
"When they were alone, he held out his hand to her, 
and fixed his eyes upon hef countenance, with an 
expression so full of tenderness and grief, tbM all 
her fortitude forsook her, and she burst into an ago* 
ny of tears* Su Aubert seemed struggling to ac-* 
quire firmness, but was still unable to speak ; he 
could only press her hand, and check the tears that 
stood trembling in his eyes. At length he com- 
manded his voice : My dear child, said he, trying 
to smile through his anguish, my dear Emily 1— 
and paused again. He raised his eyes to heaven, 
as if in prayer, and then, in a firmer tone, and with 
a look in which the tenderness of the father was 
dignified by the pious solemnity of the saint, he 
said. My dear child, I would soften the painful truth 
I have to tell you, but I find myself quite unequal 
to the art. Alas ! 1 would at this moment cod« 
ceai it from you, but that it would be most cruel 
to deceive you. It cannot be long before we must 
part ; let us talk of it, that our thoughts and our 
prayers may prepare us to bear it. His voice fal* 
tered, while Emily, still weeping, pressed his hand 
close to her heart, which swelled with a convulsive 
sigh ; but she could not look up. 

Let me not waste these moments, said St. A\x* 
bert, recovering himself: I have much to say« 
There is a circumstance of solemn consequence 
which I have to mention, and a solemn promise to 
obtain from you; when this is done I shall be easier. 
You have observed, my dear, how anxious I am to 
reach home, but khow not all ray reasons for this* 
Listen to what I am going to say. — Yet stay — be* 
fore I say more, give me this promise — a promise 
made to your dying father! — St. Aubert was inter- 
rupted; Emily^ struck by his last words, as if for 
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the first time, with a Conviction of his immediate 
danger, raised her head : her tears stopped ; and, 
gazing at him for a moment with an expression of 
unutterable anguish, a slight convulsion seized her, 
and she sunk senseless in her chair. St. Aubert's 
cries brought La Voisin and his daughter to the 
room, and tiffey administered every means in their 
power to restore her, but, for a considerable time, 
without effect. When she recovered) St. Aubert 
was so exhausted by the scene he had witnessed, 
that it was many minutes before he had strength to 
speak : he was; however, somewhat revived by a 
cordild which Emily gave him ; and being again 
alone with her, he exerted himself to tranquillize 
her spirits, and to offer her all the comfort of which 
her Situation admitted. She threw herself into his 
arms, wept on his neck ; and grief made her so in« 
sensible to all he said, that he ceased to offer the 
^leviations which he himself oould not, at this mo- 
ment, feel, and mingled his silent tears with hers. 
Recalled at length to a sense of duty, she tried to 
spare her father froni further vieif Qf her suffering; 
and quitting his embrace, dried her tears, and said 
something irhich she meant for consolation. My 
dear Emily, replied St. Aubert, my dear child, we 
must Iqok tip with humble confidence to that Be« 
!ng, who has protected and comforted us in every 
danger and in every affliction we have known ; to 
whose eye every moment of our lives has been ex# 

!»osed ; he will Qot, he does not, forsake us now; I 
eel his consolations iq my heart. I shall leave you, 
my child, stil) in his aire; and though I depart from 
this world, I shal) stijl be in bis presence. Nay, 
weep not again, my ^mily. In death there is no-* 
thing new or surprising, since we all know that we 
are bom to die ; and nothing terrible to those who 
P9Q confide in an all-powerful God* Had my life 
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beeti spared now, after a very few years^ in the 
course of nature, I must have resigned it : old age» 
with' all its train of infirmity, its privations and it^ 
sorrows, would have been minjs ; and then, at last, 
death would have come, and called forth the tears 
you now shed. Rather, my child, rejoice that I am 
saved from such suffering, and that I|im permitted 
to die with a mind unimpaired, and sensible of the 
comforts of faith and of resignation, St. Aubert. 

Saused, fatigued with speaking. Emily again end- 
eavoured to assume an air oi composure ; and, in 
replying to what he had said, tried to soothe hiin 
with a belief that he had not spoken in vain. 

When he had reposed a while he resumed the 
conversation. Let me return, said he, to a subject 
which is very near my heart. I said I had a so- 
lemn promise to receive frpm ypq ; let me receive 
It now, before I explain the chief circumstance 
which it concerns ; there are others, of which your 
peace requires that you should rest in ignorance* 
I'romlse then, that you will perform exactly what 
I shall enjoin. 

Emily, awed,by the earnest sqlemnity of his maa« 
ner, dried her tears, that had begun again to flow- 
in spite of her e&brts to suppress them, and, look,-^ 
ing eloquently at St. Aubert, bound herself to do 
whatever he should require, by a vow, at which she 
shuddered, yet knew not why. 

He proceeded : J know you too. well, my Emily, 
to believe that you would break any promise, much 
less one thus solemnly given ; your assurance gives 
me peace, and the observance of it is of the utmost 
importance to your tranquillity. Hear, then, what 
I am going to tell you. The closet which adjoins 
my chamber at La Valine, has a sliding board in the 
floor: you will know it by a remarkable knot in the 
wood, and by its beipg the nex.t board, e^ce^t on^. 
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to the wainscot which fronts the door. At the di- 
ttance of nbout a yard from that end, nearer the 
window, you will perceive a line across it, as if the 
plank had been joined. — The way to open it is this : 
f— press yout foot upon the line ; the end of the 
board will then sink, and you may slide it with ease 
beneath the other. Below, you will see a hollow 
place* St. A ubert paused for breath, and Emily sat 
fixed in deep attention. Do you understand these 
directions, my dear? said he. Emily, though scarce^ 
ly able to speaks assured him that she did. 

When you return home, then, he added with a 
deep sigh— 

At the mention of her return home, all the me« 
lancholy circumstances that must attend this return 
rushed upon her fancy ; she burst into convulsive 
^ief ; and St. Aobert himself, affected beyond the 
resistance of the fortitude which he had at first sum- 
moned, wept with her* After some moments he 
composed himself. My dear child, said he, be com- 
forted, When I am gone, you will not be forsaken 
— I leave you only in the more immediate care of 
that Providence which has never yet forsaken me. 
Do not afflict me with this excess of grief ; rather 
teach me by your example to bear my own. He 
stopped again ; and Emily, the more she endeavour** 
ed to restrain her en^Qtion, found it the l^ss possible 
to do so. 

St.* Aubert, Who now spoke with pain, resumed 
the subject. That closet, my dear, — when you re- 
turn home, go to it ; and beneath the board I have 
described you will find a packet of written papers^ 
Attend to me now, for the promise you have given 
particularly relates to what I shall direct. Ihese 
papers you must burn — and, solemnly I comn^and 
you, iuithoui examining them^ 

Emily'9 surprise for a moment overcame hev 

Xi 3 



114f MYSTERISff OF UDOLPHO* 

frief; and she ventured to ask why this must be* 
It. Aubert replied, that, if it had been right for 
him to explain his reasons, her late promise would 
have been unnecessarily exacted. It is sufficient for 
you, my love, to have a deep sense of the import- 
ance of observing me in this instance. St. Aubert 
proceeded : Under that board you will also find 
about two hundred louis-d'ors wrapped in a silk 
purse. Indeed, it was to secure whatever money- 
might be in the chateau, that this secret-place was 
contrived, at a time when the province was pverruu 
by troops of men who took advantage of the tumults 
and became plunderers. 

But I have yet another promise to receive from 
you, which is — that you will never, whatever may 
be your future circumstances, sell the chateau* St«, 
Aubert even enjoined her, whenever she migh^ 
marry, to make it an article in the contract, that 
jfche chateau should always he hers. He then gave 
her a more minute account of his present circum- 
stances than he had yet done ; adding, The two hun.« 
dred louis, with what money you will now find ia 
Miy purse, is all the ready money I have to leave you^ 

I have told you how I am circumstanced with M. 
Motteville at Paris. Ah, my child ! I leave you 

poor but not destitute, he added, after a long 

pause. Emily could make no reply to any thing'he 
now said, but kneeled at the bed-side, with her face 
upon the quilt, weeping over the hand she held 
there. 

After this conversation, the mind of St« Aubert 
appeared to be much more at ease: but, exhausted 
by the effort of speaking, he sunk into a kind of 
doze ; and Emily continued to watch and weep be- 
^de him, till a gentle tap at the chamber-door 
roused her. It was La Voisin, come to say that 

II confessor from ^he neighbouring convent was be*- 
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low, ready to attend St. Aubert* Emily would not 
suffer her father to be disturbed, but desired that 
the priest might not leave the cottage. When St* 
Aubert awoke from thi« doze, his senses were con« 
fused, and it was some moments before be recover^ 
ed tkem sufficiently to know that it was Emily wha 
sat beside him. He then moved his lips, and stretch<» 
ed forth h's hand to her ; as she received which, she 
sunk back in her chair, overcome by the impressioi^ 
of death on his countenance. In a few minutes he 
recovered his voice, and Emily then asked if he 
wished to see the confessor ; he replied that he did: 
and, when the holy father appeared) she withdrew* 
They remained alone together above half an hour* 
When Emily was called in, she foi\nd St* Aubert 
more agitated than when she had left him, and shei 
gazed with a slight degree of resentment at the friar^ 
as the cause of this ; who, however, looked mildly 
and mournfully at her, and turned away^ St. Aubert 
in a tremulous voice said he wished her to join in 
prayer with him, and asked, if La Voisin wpuld do 
so too. The old man and his daughter came : they 
both wept, and kneeled with Emily round the bed, 
while the holy father read in a solemn voice the 
service for the dying. St. Aubert lay with a serenQ 
countenance, and seemed to join fervently in the 
devotion ; while tears often stole from beneath his 
closed eye-lids, and Emily *s sobs more than once 
interrupted the service. 

When it waa concluded, and extreme unction ha4 
been administered, the friar withdrew. St. Aubert 
then made a sign for La Voisin to come nearer. He 
gave him his hand, andwas for a moment silent. A( 
length he said, in a trembling voice, My good friendi 
our acquaintance has been short, but long enough 
to give you an opportunity of showing me much 
i^nd attention, I cannot doubt that you will ejr^ 



lltf MTSTERIES OF UDOLPHO, 

tend this kindness to my daughter when I am ^ne) 
ahe will have need of it. I intrust her to your care 
during the few days she will remain here. I need 
say no more — you know the feelings of a father, 
for you have cnildren ; mine would be indeed se« 
vere, if I had less confidence in you. He paused. 
La Voisin assured him, and his tears bore testimony 
to his sincerity, that he >wo(ild do all he could to 
soften her affliction, ahd that, if St. Aubert wished 
it, he would even attend her into Gascony — ai^ 
offer So pleasing to St. Aubert, that he liad scarce* 
ly words to acknowledge his sense of the old man's 
kindness, or to tell him that he accepted it^-^The 
scene that followed between St. Aubert and Emily 
affected La Voisin so much that he quitted the 
chamber, and she was again left alone with her 
father, whose spirits seemed fainting fast : but nei- 
ther his senses nor his voice yet &iled him ; and 
at intervals he employed much of these last awful 
moments in advising his daughter as to her future 
conduct. Perhaps he never had thought more just"* 
ly, or expressed himself more clearly, than he did 
now. 

Above all, my dear E)mily, said he, do not indulge 
in the pride of fine feeling, the roipantic error of 
amiable minds. Those who really possess sensibility 
ought early to be taught that it is a dangerous qua- 
lity, which is continually extracting the excess of 
misery or delight from every surrounding circum- 
stance. And since, in our passage through this 
world, painful circumstances occur more frequently 
than pleasing ones, and since our sense of evil is, I 
fear, more ^cute than our sense of good, we become 
the victims of our feelings, unless we can in some 
degree command them. I know you will say — for 
you are young, my Emily — I know you will say 
that you are. contented sometimes to su$er, vattleI^ 
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than to give up your refined sense of happiness at 
others; but when your mind has been long harass* 
ed by vicissitude, you will be content to rest, and 
you will then recover from your delusion : you wUl 
perceive that the phantom of happiness is ex- 
changed for the substance ; for happmess arises in 
a state of peace, not of tumult : it is of a temperate 
and uniform nature, and can no more exist in a 
heart that is continually alive to minute circum« 
stances, than in one that is dead to feeling. You 
see, my dear, that though I would guard you against 
the dangers of sensibility, I am not an advocate for 
apathy. At your age, I should have said tho^ is a 
vice more hateful than all the errors of sensibility^ 
and I say so still. I call it a viccy because it leads 
to positive evil. In this, however, it does no more 
than an ill-governed sensibility, which, by such a 
rule, might also be called a vice ; but the evil of the 
former is of more general consequence. — Ihave exn 
hausted myself) said St. Aubert feebly, and have* 
wearied you, my Emily ; but on a subject so import- 
ant to your future comfort, I am anxious to be per** 
fectly understood. 

Emily assured him that his advice was most pre- 
cious to her, and that she would never forget it, or 
cease from endeavouring to profit by it. St. Aubert^ 
smiled affectionately and sorrowfully upon her. — I 
repeat it, said he, 1 would not teach you to become 
insensible, if I could-*— I would only warn you of the 
evils of susceptibility, and point out how you may 
avoid them. Beware, my love, J conjure you, pf 
that self-delusion which has been fatal to the peace 
ofso many persons— beware of priding yourself qi\ 
the gracefulness of sepsibility : if you yield to this 
vanity, your happiness is lost for ever. Always r^-, 
member how much more valual^le is the strength qf 
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Bensibility. Do not, however, confouod fortitude 
with apathy : apathy cannot know the virtue. Re- 
member, too, that one act of beneficence, one act 
of real usefulness, is worth all the abstract senti- 
ment in the worid* Sentiment is a disgrace, instead 
of an ornament, unless it lead us to good actions : 
the miser, who thinks himself respectable merely be- 
cause he possesses wealth, and thus mistakes the 
'means of doing good for the actual accomplishment 
of it, is not more blameable than the man of senti- 
ment without active virtue. You may have observed 
persons, who delight so much in tms sort of sensi- 
bility to sentiment, which excludes that to the calls 
of any practical virtue, that they turn from the di- 
stressed, and, because their sufferings are painful to 
be contemplated, do not endeavour to relieve them. 
How despicable is that humanity which can be con- 
tented to pity where it might assuage ! 

St. Aubert, some time after, spoke of Madame 
Cheron, his sister. Let me inform you of a circum- 
stance that nearly affects your welfare, he added. 
We have, you know, had little intercourse for some 
years ; but as she is now your only female relation, 
1 have thought it proper to consign you to her care» 
as you will see in my will, till you are of age, and 
^o recommend you to her protection afterwards. 
She is not exactly the person to whom I would have 
committed my £mily ; but I had no alternative ; and 
I believe her to be, upon the whole, a good kind of 
woman. I need not recommend it to your pru«> 
dence, my love, to endeavour to conciliate her kind- 
ness : you will do this for his sake, who has 'often 
wished to do so for yours. 

Emily assured him that whatever he requested 
she would religiously perform to the utmost of her 
ability. A}as ! ad^ed she, in a voice interrupted by 
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Bigha, Aat will soon be all which remains for nae : 
it will be almost my only consolation to fulfil your 
wishes* 

Sti Aubert looked up silently in her face, as if he 
Would have spoken ; but his spirit sunk a while, 
and his eyed became heavy and dull. She felt that . 
look at her heart. My dear father ! she exclaimed; 
and then, checking herself, pressed his hand closer, 
and hid her face with her handkerchief. Her tears 
were concealed, but St. Aubert heard her convulsive 
sobs. His spirits returned. O my child ! said he 
faintly, let my consolations be yours : I die in peace; 
for I know that I am about to return to the bosom 
of my Father, who will still be your Father when 
I am gone. Always trust in him, my love, and he 
will support you in these moments, as he su{)port§ 
me. 

Emily could only listen and ^n^eep ; but the ex- 
treme composure .of his manner, alid the faith and 
hope he expressed, somewhat soothed her anguish. 
Yet whenever she looked upon his emaciated coun- 
tenance, and saw the lines of death beginnint; to 
prevail over it—saw his sunk eyes still bent on ner, 
and their heavy lids pressing to a close — ^there was 
a pang in her heart, such as defied expression, 
though it required filial virtue like hers to forbear 
the attempt. 

He desired once more to bless her : Where are 
you, my de^r ? said he, as he stretched forth his 
hands* Emily had turned to the window, that he 
might not perceive her anguish : she now under- . 
stood that his sight had failed him. When he had 
given her his blessing — and it seemed to be the last 
effort of expiring life — ^he sunk back on his pillow. 
She kissed his forehead — the damps of death had 
settled there ; and> forgetting her fortitude for a 
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moment, her tears mingled with them. St. Aubert 
lifted up his ey^s : the spirit of a father returned to 
them ; but it quickly vanished, and he spoke no 
more. 

* St* Aubert h'ngered till about three o'clock in the 
afternoon, and, thus gradually sinking into death, 
he expired without a struggle or a sigh. 

Emily was led from the chamber by La Voisin and 
his daughter, who did what they could to comfort 
her. The old man sat and wept with her. Agnea 
was more erroneously officious. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

0*er him, whose doom thy Tirtues grievey 
jV.*erial forms shall sit at eve, 
And bend the pensive head. 

CoixiKs. 

The monk who had before appeared, returned in 
the evening to offer consolation to Emily, and 
brought a kind message from the lady abbess, invit- 
ing her to the convent. Emily, though she did not 
accept the offer, returned an answer expressive of 
her gratitude. The holy conversation of the friar, 
whose mild benevolence of manners bore some re- 
semblance to those of St. Aubert, soothed the vio- 
lence of her grief, and lifted her heart to the Being 
who, extending through all place and all eternity^ 
looks on the events of this little world as on tne 
shadows of a moment; and beholds equallyi and in 
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die sathe instant, the soul that has passed the gatti9 
of death, and that which still lingers in the bodj< 
In the sight of God, said Emily, my dear father now 
exists as truly as he yesterday existed to me : it is 
to me only that he is dead— to God and to himself 
he yet lives ! 

The good monk \e(t her more tranquil than she 
had been since St. Aubert died; and before she re- 
tired to her little cabin for the night, she trusted 
herself so far as to visit tlie corpse* Silent, and 
without weeping, she stood by its side. The fea- 
tures, placid and serene, told the nature of the last 
sensations that had lingered in the now deserted 
frame. For a moment she turned away, in horror 
of the stillness in which death had fixed that coun- 
tenance, never till now seen otherwise than animat- 
ed ; then gazed -on it with a mixture of doubt and 
awful astonishment. Her reason could scarcely 
overcome an involuntary and unaccountable expec- 
iation of seeing that beloved countenance still sus- 
ceptiblCf. She continued to gaze wildly ; took up 
the cold hand; spoke; still gazed; and then burst 
into a transport of grief. La Voisin, hearing her 
sobs, came into tlie room to lead her away ; but 
•he heard nothing, and only begged that he would- 
leave her. 

• Again alone, sh^ indulged her tears ; and when 
the gloom of evening obscured the chamber, and 
almost veiled from her eyes the object of her distress, 
she still hung over the bod}' ; till her spirits at 
length were exhausted, and she became tranquil. - 
1a Voisin again knocked at the door, and entreat- 
ed that she would conie to the common apartment. 
Before she went, she kissed the lips of St. Aubert, 
as she was wont to do when she bade him good- 
Diffht. Agaui she kissed them. Her heart felt a» 
if It would break: a few tears of agony started to 
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her eyes — she looked up to heayen— then at St« Au^ 
hert — and left the room* 

Retired to her lonely cabin, her melancholy 
thoughts still hovered round the body of her deceas- 
ed parent ; and when she sunk into a kind of slum- 
ber, the images of her waking mind still haunted, 
her fancy. She thought she saw her father ap« 
proaching her with a benign countenance : then, 
smiling mournfully and pointing upwards, his lips 
moved ; but instead of words, she heard sweet mu- 
sic borne on the distant air, and presently saw his 
features glow. with the mild rapture of a superior 
being. The strain seemed to swell louder, and she 
awoke. The vision was gone ; but music yet came 
to her ear in strains such as angels might breathe* 
She doubted, listened, raised herself in the bed, and 
again listened. It was music, and not an illusioa 
of her imagination. After a solemn steady harmo- 
ny, it paused — then rose again in mournful sweet- 
ness,— and then died, in. a cadence that seemed to 
bear away the listening soul to heaven. She in- 
stantly remembered the music of the preceding 
night, with the strange circumstances related by 
La Voisin, and the affecting conversation it had 
led to concerning the state of departed spirits. All 
that St. Aubert had said on that subject now pressed 
upon her heart, and overwhelmed it. What a 
change in a few hours ! He, who then could only 
conjecture, was now made acquainted with truth—* 
was himself becdme one of the departed 1 As she 
listened, she was chilled with superstitious aWe ; 
her tears stopped ; and she arose, and went to the 
window.. All without was obscured in shade : but 
Emily, turning her eyes from the massy darkness of 
the woods, whose waving outline appeared on the 
horizon, saw, on the lefV, that effulgent planet, 
which the old man had pointed Qut,. setting over the 
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woods. She remembered what he had said con- 
cerning it; and the music now coming at inter- 
vals on the air, she unclosed the casement to listen 
to the strains* that soon gradually sank to a greater 
'distance, and tried to discover whence they came* 
The obscurity prevented her from distinguishing any 
'Object on the green platform below; and the souncu 
became fainter and fainter, till they softened into 
silence. She listened, but they returned no more. 
Soon after, she observed the planet trembling be- 
tween the fringed to{>8 of the woods, and in the 
next moment smk behind them. Chilled with a me- 
lancholy awe, she retired once more to her bed, and 
at length forgot for a while her sorrows in sleep. 

On the following morning she was visited by a 
sister of the convent, who came with kind offices 
and a second invitation from the lady abbess ; and 
Emily, though she could not forsake the cottage 
while the remains of her father were in it, consent- 
ed, however painful such a visit must be in the pre- 
sent state of her spirits, to pay her respects to the 
abbess in the evening. 

About an hour before sun-set La Voisin showed 
her the way through the woods to the convent, 
which stood in a small bay of the Mediterranean, 
crowned by a woody amphitheatre ; and Emily, liad 
she been less unhappy, would have admired tne ex- 
tensive sea-view that appeared from the green slope 
in front of the edifice, and the rich shores, hung 
with woods and pastures, that extended on either 
hand. But her thoughts were now occupied by one 
sad idea ; and the features of nature were to her 
colourless,' and without form. The bell for vespers 
struck as she passed the ancient gate of the convent, 
and seemed the funeral note for St. Aubert :«-^litt]e 
}i^ctden^ affect a mind enervated by sorrpw* Emil j 

m2 
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Struggled against the sickening faintqe^s that came 
over Jier, and was led into the presence of the ab- 
bess, who received her with an air of maternal tea- 
4erness — an air of such gentle solicitude and con- 
sideration as touched her with an instantaneous gra* 
titude : her eyes were filled with tears ; and the 
vrords she would have spoken faltered on her lips. 
The abbess led Jier to a seat, and sat down beside 
her; still holding her hand, and regarding lier ia 
silence, as Emily dried her tears and attempted to 
speak. Be composed, my daughter, said the abbes& 
in a soothing voice : do not speak yet ; I know ail 
you would say. Your spirits must be soothed. We 
are going to prayers; will you attend our evening 
service ? It is comfortable, my child, to look up in 
our afflictions to a Father who sees and pities usi, 
and who chastens in his mercy. 

Emily's tears flowed again ; but a thousand sweet 
emotions mingled with them. The abbess suffered 
her to weep without interruption, and watched over 
})er with a look of benignity that might have cha-p 
racterized the countenance of a guardian angel* 
Erijily, when she became tranquil,, was encouraged 
to speak without reserve, and to mention the motive 
that made her unwiUing to quit the cottage ; which 
the abbess did not oppose, even by a hint ; but 
praised the filial piety of her conduct, and added a 
nope that she would pass a few days at the convent 
before she returned to La Valine. — You must allow 
yourself a little time to recover from your first 
shock, my daughter, before you encounter a se- 
cond : I will not affect to conceal from you how 
nmch I know your heart must suffer oa returning tQ 
the scene of your former happiness. Here you will 
have all that quiet, and sympathy, and religion, 
p^n give, to restore your spirits. But come> ad€te4 
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she, observing the tears swell in Emily's eyeiy we 
will go to the chapel. 

Emily followed to the parlour, where the nuns 
were assembled; to .whom the abbess committed 
her, saying, This is a daughter for whom I have 
much esteem ; be sisters to her. 

They passed on in a train to the chapel ; where 
the solemn devotion with which the service waa 
performed elevated her mind^ and brought to it the 
comforts of faith and resignation. 

Twilight came on before the abbess's kindness 
would suffer Emily to depart; when she left the con* 
vent, with a heart much lighter than she had entered 
it, and was re-conducted by La Voisin through the 
woods, the pensive gloom of which was in unison 
with the temper of her mind; and she pursued the 
little wild path in musing silence, till her guide 
suddenly stopped, looked round, and then struck 
out of the path into the high grass, saying he had 
mistaken the road. He now walked on quickly ; 
and Emily proceeding with difficulty over the ob- 
scured and uneven ground, was left at somedistance^ 
till her- voice arrested hitn; who seemed unwilling 
to stop, and still hurried on. — If you are in doubt 
about the way, said £mily, had we not better in- 
quire it at the chateau yonder, between the trees ? 

No, replied La Voisin ; there is no occasion^ 
When we reach that brook, Ma'amselle — (you see 
the light upon the water there, beyond the woods)— 
whenrwe reach that brook, we shall be at home 
presently : I don't know how I happened to mistake 
the path : I seldom come this way after sun-set. 

It is solitary enough, said Emily ; but you have 
Ho banditti here ? No, Ma'amselle — no banditti. 

What are you afraid of then, my good friend ?— 
ou are not superstitious ? No, not superstitious,— 

\f to tell you the truth, lady, nobody likes to ga 
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near the chateau after dusk. By whom Is it iu* 
habited, said Emily, that it is so formidable ? Why, 
Ma'amselle, it is scarcely inhabited ; for our Lord: 
the Marquis, and the lord of. all these fine woods 
too, is dead. He had not once been in it for these 
many years ; and his people, who have the care of 
it, live in a cottage close by. Emily now under- 
Stood thjs to be the chateau which La Voisin had 
formerly pointed out as having belonged to the 
Marquis Villeroi, on the mention of which her 
father had appeared so much affected. 

Ah! it is a desolate place now, continued La 
Voisin; and such a grand, fine place as I remember' 
it ! Emily inquired what had occasioned this la^ 
xnentable change ; but the old man was silent : and 
Emily, whose interest was awakened by the fear he 
had expressed, and above all by a recollection of her 
father's agitation, repeated the question, and added. 
If you are neither afraid of the inhabitants, my 
good friend, nor are superstitious, how happens it 
that you dread to pass near that chateau in the dark? 

Perhaps, then, 1 am a little superstitious, Ma*am« 
selle ; and if you knew what 1 do, you might be 
so too. Strange things have happened there. Mon- 
sieur, your good father, appeared to have knpwa 
th|B late Marchioness. Pray inform me what did 
happen, said Emily with much emotion. 

Alas ! Ma'amselle, answered La Voisin, inquire 
no further: it is not for me to lay open the domestic 
secrets of my Lord.— Emily, surprised by the old 
xpan*s words and his manner of delivering them, 
forbore to repeat her question : a nearer interest^ 
the remembrance of St. Aubert, occupied her 
thoughts ; and she was led to recoillect the music 
(jhe heard on the preceding night, which she men- 
tioned to La Voisin. You was not alone, Ma'an*.« 
fielle, \^ this, he replied; I heard it too; but j^ 
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bave so often heard it, at the same hour, that 1 
wa« scarcely surprised. 

You doubtless believe this music to have some 
connexion with the chateau, said Emily suddenly ; 
and are therefore superstitious? It may be so, 
Ma'amselle, but there are other circumstances be* 
longing to that chateau which I remember, and 
sadly too 1 A heavy sigh followed : but Emily's de* 
licacy restrained the curiosity these words revived, 
and she inquired no further. 

On reaching the cottage, all the violence of her 
srief returned ; it seemed as if she had escaped its 
heavy pressure only while she was removed from the 
object of it. She passed immediately to the chamber 
where the remains of her father were laid, and 
yielded to all the anguish of hopeless grief. La 
Voisin at length persuaded her to leave the room^ 
and she returned to her own ; where, exhausted by 
the sufferings of the day, she soon fell ittto deep 
sleep, and awoke considerably refreshed. 

When the dreadful hour arrived in which the re* 
mains of St. Aubert were to be taken from her for 
ever, she went alone to the chamber to look upoa 
his countenance yet once again; and La Voisin, 
who had waited patiently below stairs till her despair 
should subside, with the respect due to grief for- 
bore to interrupt the indulgence of it, till surprise 
at the length of her stay, and then apprehension, 
overcame his delicacy, and he went to lead her from 
the chamber. Having tapped gently at the door 
without receiving an answer, he listened attentively; 
but all was still — ^no sigh, no sob of^anguish waa 
heard. Yet more alarmed by this silence, he opened 
the door, and found Emily lying senseless across 
the foot of the bed, near which stood the coffin. 
His calls procured assistance, and she was carried to 
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her room^ wh^re proper applications at length. re* 
stored her.. 

During her state of insensibility, La Voisin had 
given directions for the coffin to be closed, and he 
succeeded in persuading Emily to forbear revisiting 
the chamber* She, indeed, felt herself unequal to 
this, and also perceived the necessity of sparing 
her spirits, and collecting fortitude sufficient %o 
bear her through the approaching scene. St. Au« 
bert had given a particular injunction that his re- 
mains should be interred in the church of the 
convent of St. Clair, and, in mentioning the north 
chancel, near the ancient tomb of the Villerois^ had 

[>ointed out the exact spot where he wished to be 
aid. The superior had granted this place for the 
interment; and thither, therefore, the sad pro- 
cession now moved; which was met at the gates by 
the venerable priest, followed by a train of friars« 
Every person who heard the solemn chant of the 
anthem, and the peal of the organ, that struck up 
when the body entered the church, and saw also the 
feeble steps and the assumed tranquillity of Emily^ 
gave her involuntary tears. 'She shed none ; but 
walked, her face partly shaded by a thin black veil, 
between two persons who supported hef , preceded 
by the abbess, and followed by nuns, whose plain- 
tive voices mellowed the swelling harmony of the 
dirge. When the procession came to the grave, the 
music ceased. Emily drew the veil entirely over her 
face, and in a momentary pause between the an- 
them and the rest of the service, her sobs were 
distinctly audible. The holy father began the ser- 
vice : and Emily again commanded her feelings, till 
the coffin was let down, and she heard the earth 
rattle on its lid : then, as she shuddered, a groan 
hurst from her hearty and she leaned for support oa 
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the person who stood next to her. In a few mo- 
ments she recovered ; and when she heard those 
afibctingand sublime words — His body is buried ia 
peace, ftnd his soul returns to him that gave it>^- 
her anguish softened into tears. 

The abbess led her from the church into her owb 
parlour, and there administered all the consolations; 
that religion and gentle sympathy can give^ Emily 
struggled against the pressure of grief ; but the ab* 
bess, observing her attentively, ordered a bed Xohf^ 
prepared, and recommended her to retire to repose^ 
dhe also kindly claimed her promise to remain a few 
days at the convent ! and Emily, who had no wish 
to return to the cottage, the scene of all her suffer- 
ings, had lieisure, now that no immediate car« 
pressed upon her attention, to feel the indisposition 
which disabled her from immediately travelling. 

Meanwhile, the maternal kindness of the abbess* 
and the gentle attentions of the nuns, did all that 
was possible towards soothing her spirits and re- 
storing her health. But the latter was too deeply 
wounded, through the medium of her mind, to b^ 
quickly revived. She lingered for some weeks at 
the convent, under the influence of a slow fever, 
wishing to return home, yet unable to go thither ; 
often even reluctant to leave the spot where hex 
father's relics were deposited, and sometimes sooth- 
ing herself with the consideration that, if she died 
here, her remains would repose beside those of St. 
Aubert. In the mean ^hile she sent letters to 
Madame Cheron, and to tne old housekeeper, in- 
forming them of the sad event that had taken place^ 
and of her own situation. From her aunt she re-« 
ceived an answer, abounding more in common-place 
condolement than in traits of real sorrow, which 
assured her that a servant should be sent to con- 
duct ber to L« Vallee, for that her own time was $q 
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.much occupied by company, that she had no leisure 
to undertake so long a journey. However £mi]y 
;inight prefer La Vallee to Thoulouse, she could not 
be insensible of the indecorbus and unkind conduct 
of her aunt, in suffering her to return thither, 
where she had no longer a relation to console and 
protect her— a conduct which was the more cul- 
pable, since St. Aubert bad appointed Madame 
Cheron the guardian of his orphan daughter. 

Madame Cheron's servant made the attendance of 
the good La Voison unnecessary ; and Emily, who 
felt sensibly her obligations to him, for all his kind 
l^ttention to her late father as well as to herself, was 
*glad to spare him a long, and what, at his time of 
ufe, must have been a troublesome journey. 

During her stay at the convent, the peace and 
sanctity that reigned within, the tranquil beauty of 
the scenery without, and the delicate attentions of 
the abbess and the nuns^ were circumstances so 
soothing to her mind, that they almost tempted her 
to leave a world where she had lost her dearest 
friends, and devote herself to the cloister in a spot 
rendered sacred to her by containing the tomb of 
St. AuUert. The pensive enthusiasm too, so natu- 
ral to her temper, had spread a beautiful illusion 
over the sanctified retirement of a nun, that almost 
hid from her view the selfishness of its security. But 
the touches which a melancholy fancy, slightly 
tinctured with superstition, gave to the monastic 
scene, began to fade as her spirits revived, and 
brought once more to her heart an image which 
had only transiently been banished thence. By this 
she was silently awakened to hope, and comfort, 
and sweet affections : visions of happiness gleamed 
faintly at a distance ; and though she knew them to 
be illusions, she could not resolve to shut them out 
£Dr oven It was the remembrance of Yalaocourt-^ 
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of his taste, his genius, and of the countenance' 
which glowed with both — that, perhaps, alone de« 
termined her to return to the world. The grandeur 
and sublimity of the scenes amidst which they had 
first met, had fascinated her fancy, and had imper- 
ceptibly contributed to render Valancourt more in* 
teresting by seeming to communicate to him some- 
what of their own character. The esteem, too, 
which St. Aubert had repeatedly expressed for him 
sanctioned this kindness. But, though his counte- 
nance and manner had continually expressed his 
admiration of her, he had no otherwise declared it ; 
and even the hope of seeing him again was so distant, 
that she was scarcely conscious of it^still less that 
it influenced her conduct on this occasion. 

It was several days after the arrival of Madame 
Cheron^s servant, before Emily was sufficiently re- 
covered to undertake the journey to La Valine, On 
the evening preceding her departure, she went to. 
the cottage to take leave of La Voisin and his family/ 
and to make them a return for their kindness. The 
old man she found sitting on a bench at his door, 
between his daughter and his son-in-law, who was 
just returned from his daily labour, and who was 
playing upon a pipe that in tone resembled an oboe. 
A flask of wine stood beside the old man, and before 
him, a small table with fruit and bread, round 
which stood several of his grandsons, fine rosy^ 
diildren, who were taking their supper, as their 
mother distributed it. On the edge of the little 
green that spread before the cottage, were cattle 
and a few sheep reposing under the trees. The* 
landscape was touched with the mellow light of the 
evening sun, whose long slanting beams played 
tlitough a vista of the woods, and lighted up the 
distant turrets of the chateau. She paused a mo- 
ment, before she emerged from the shade^ to gaze 
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Upon the happy group before het— on the com* 
placency and ease of healthy age depictured on the 
countenance of La Voison ; the maternal tenderness 
of Agnes, as she looked upon her children; and the 
innocency of infantine pleasures reflected in their 
timiles^ Emily looked again at the venerable old 
man, and at the cottage: the memory of her father 
rose with full force upon her mind, and she hastily 
stepped forward, afraid to trust herself with a longer 
pause. She took an affectionate and affecting leave 
of La Voisin and his family : he seemed to love her 
as his daughter, and shed tears ; Emily shed many* 
She avoided going into the cottage^ since she knew 
it would revive emotions such as she could not now 
endure^ 

One painful scene yet awaited her — ^for she de- 
termined to visit again her father's grave ; and that 
she might not be interrupted, or observed, in the 
indulgence of her melancholy tenderness,, she de- 
ferred her visit till every inhabitant of the convent, 
except the nun who promised to bring*her the key 
of the church, should be retired to rest. Emily re- 
mained in her chamber till she heard the convent 
bell strike twelve, when the nun came, as she had 
appointed, with the key of a private door that 
opened into the church ; and they descended together 
the narrow winding staircase that led thither. The 
nun offered to accompany Emily to the grave^ 
adding, It is melancholy to go alone at this hour : 
but the former, thanking her for the consideration, 
could not consent to have any witness of her sorrow; 
txid the sister having unlocked the door gave her 
the lamp. You will remember, sister, said she, 
tliat in the east aisle, which you must pass, is a 
newiy-opened grave : hold the light to Uie ground, 
that you may not stumble over the loose earth. 
Emily, thanking her agaiup took the lamp, and. 
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ttepping into the church, sister Mariette depart^* 
But £mily paused a moment at the door : a sudden 
fear came over her, and she returned to the foot of 
the staircase, where, as she heard the steps of the 
nun ascending, and, while she Iield up the lamp, 
saw her black veil waving over the spiral balusters^ 
she was tempted to call her back. While she hesi-> 
tated, the veil disappeared ; and in the next mo* 
ment, ashamed of her fears, she returned to the 
church. The cold air of the aisles chilled her ; and 
their deep silence aud extent, feebly shone upon bj 
the moon-light that streamed through a Gothic 
window, would at any other time have awed her 
into superstition ; now, grief occupied all her at- 
tention. She scarcely heard the whispering echoes 
of her own steps, or thought of the open grave till 
she found herself almost on its brink. A friar of 
the convent had been buried there oif the preceding 
evening, and, as she had sat alone in her chamber 
at twilight, she heard, at distance, the monks 
chanting the requiem for his soul. This brought 
freshly to her memory the circumstances of her 
father*s death ; and as the voices, mingling with a 
low querulous peal of the organ, swelled faintly, 
gloomy and affecting visions had arisen upon her 
mind. Now she remembered them ; and turning 
aside to avoid the broken ground, these recollections 
made her pass on with quicker steps to the grave of 
St. Aubert; when, in the moon-light that fell 
athwart a remote part of the aisle, she thought she 
saw a shadow gliding between the pillars. She 
stopped to listen ; and not hearing any footstep^ 
believed that her fancy had deceived her, and, no 
longer apprehensive of being observed, proceeded. 
St. Aubert was buried beneath a plain marble, bear- 
ing little more than his name and the date of hia 
birth and death) near the foot of the stately monu- 
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ment of the Villerois. Emily remained at his grave 
till a chime that called the monks to early prayers, 
warned her to retire ; then she wept over it a last 
farewell, and forced herself from the spot. After 
this hour of melancholy indulgence, she was re- 
freshed by a deeper sleep than she had experienced 
for a long time ; and on awakening, her mind was 
more tranquil and resigned than it had been since 
St. Aubert's death. 

But when the moment of her departure from the 
convent arrived, all her grief returned : the memory 
of the dead, and the kindness of the living, attached 
her to the place ; and for the sacred spot where her 
father's remains were interred, she seemed to feel all 
those tender affections which we conceive for home. 
Theabbeiss repeated many kind assurances of regard 
at their parting, and pressed her to return, if ever 
she should find her condition elsewhere unpleasant; 
many of the nuns also expressed unaffected regret at 
her departure; and Emily left the convent with 
inany tears, and followed by sincere wishes for het 
happiness. 

She had travelled several leagues, before the 
scenes of the country through which she passed had 
power to rouse her for a moment from the deep me* 
lancholy into which she was sunk ; and when they 
did, it was only to remind her that on the last 
view of them St. Aubert was at her side, and to 
call up to her remembrance the remarks he had 
delivered on similar scenery. Thus, without any 
particular occurrence, passed the day in languor 
and dejection. She slept that night at a town on 
the skirts of Languedoc, and on the following 
morning entered Gascony. 

Toward the close of this day Emily came within 
view of the plains in the neighbourhood of La Vall6e, 
and the weil-knowh objects of former times began 
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to press upon her notice, and> with them, re« 
collections that awakened all her tenderness and 
grief. Often, while she looked through her tears 
upofi the wild grandeur of the Pyrenees, now varied 
with the rich hghts and shadows of evening, she 
remembered that, when last she saw them, her 
father partook with her of the pleasure they inspired. 
Suddenly somescenewhrchhehadparticularlypoint- 
ed out to her would present itself, and the sick lan- 
guor of despair would steal upon her heart. There ! 
she would exclaim— there are the very cliffs, there 
the wood of pines, which he looked at with such 
delight as we passed this road together for the last 
time ! There, too, under the crag of that mountain^ 
is the cottage, peeping from among the cedars, 
which he bade m& remember, and copy with jnay 
pencil 1 O my father, shall I never see you more 1 

As she drew neair the chateau, these melancholy 
memorials of past times multiplied. At length the 
chateau itself appeared, amid the glowing beauty of 
St. Aubert's favourite landscape. This was an object 
which called for fortitude, not for tears: Emily 
dried hers, and prepared to meet with calmness the 
trying moment of her return to that home where 
there was no longer a parent to welcome her. Yes, 
said she ; let me not forget the lessons he has taught 
me ! How often he has pointed out the necessity of 
resisting even virtuous sorrow ! how often we have 
admired together the greatness of a mind that can 
at once suffer and reason I O my father ! if you are 
permitted to look down upon your child, it will 
please you to see that she remembers, and endea- 
vours to practise, the precepts you have given her. 

A turn on the road now allowed a nearer view of 
the chateau; the chimneys, tipped with light, rising 
from behind St. Aubert's favourite oaks, whose 
foliage partly concealed the lower part of the build-* 
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ing, EtnWy could not suppress a heavy {>!gh, Tbls» 
too, was his favourite hour ! said she, as she gazed 
upon the long evening shadows stretched athwart 
th« landscape. How deep the repose! how lovely 
the scene ! — lovely and tranquil as in former days 1 

Again she resisted the pressure of sorrow till her 
car caught the gay melody of the dance, which she 
had so oflen listened to as she walked with St. 
Aubert on the margin of the Garonne ; when all her 
fortitude forsook her ; and she continued to weep 
till the carriage stopped at the little gate that 
opened upon what was now her own territory. She 
raised her eyes on the sudden stopping of the car* 
riage, and saw her father's old housekeeper coming 
-to open the gate. Manchon also came running and 
barking before her, and, when his young mistress 
alighted, fawned and played round her, gasping 
fyith joy. 

Dear Ma'amselle ! said Theresa, and paused, and 
looked as if she would have offered something of 
condolement to Emily, whose tears now prevented 
reply. The dog still fawned and ran round her, 
and then flew towards the carriage with a short 
quick bark. Ah, Ma'amsellel my poor master! 
fiaid Theresa, whose feelings were more awakened 
than her delicacy ; Manchon's gone to look for him. 
Emily sobbed aloud ; and on looking towards the 
carriage, which still stood with the doo)r open, saw 
the animal spring into it, and instantly leaped out, 
and then, with his nose on the ground^ run round 
the horses. 

Don't cry so, Ma'amselle, said Theresa ; it breaks 
xny heart to see you. The dog now came running 
to Emily, then returned to the carriage, and then 
back again to her, whining and discontented. Poor 
rpgue 1 said Theresa, thou hast lost thy master — 
tboU mayst w:ell cry I Bu^ come, my dear young 
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lad^* be comforted. What shall I get to refresh 
you ? Emily gave her hand to the old servant, and 
tried to restrain her grief, whil^ she made some 
kind inquiries concerning her health. But she still 
lingered in the walk which led to the chateau^-for 
within was no person to meet her with the kiss of 
affection : her own heart no longer palpitated with 
impatient joy to meet again the well-known smile ; 
and she dreaded to see objects which would recall, 
the full remembrance of her former happiness. ShQ 
moved slowly towards the door, paused, went oOa 
and paused again« How silent, how forsaken, how 
forlorn, did the chateau appear! Trembling to 
enter it, yet blaming herself for delayfng what she 
could not avoid, she at length passed into the hall, 
crossed it with a hurried step as if afraid to look 
round, and opened the door ofthat.room which she 
was wont to call her own. The gloom of evening 
gave solemnity to its silent and deserted air. The 
chairs, the tables, every article of furniture, so 
familiar to her in happier times, spoke eloquently 
to her heart. She seated herself, without imme- 
diately observing it, in a window which opened 
upon the garden, and where St. Aubert had often 
sat with her watching the sun retire from the rich 
and extensive prospect that appeared beyond the 
groves, 

Havihg indulged her tears for some time, she be- 
came more composed ; and when Theresa, after 
seeing the baggage deposited in her lady's room, 
again appeared, she had so far recovered her spirits 
as to be able to converse with her. 

. I have made up the green bed for you, Ma'amseIIe» 
said Theresa, as she set the coffee upon the talkie ; 
I thought you would like it better than 'your own 
now ; but I little thought,^ this day month, that 
you w^d come back alone. A-well-^-^day 1 %h^ 
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news almost broke my heart when it did come. Wko 
would have believed that my poof master, when he 
-went from home, would never return again ! Emily 
hid her face with her handkerchief, and waved her 
hand. 

Do taste the coiFee, said Theresa. My dear young 
lady, be comforted — we must all die. My dear 
master is a saint above. Emily took the handker- 
chief from her face, and raised her eyes, full of tears, 
towards heaven. Soon after she dried them, and 
in a calm but tremulous voice began to inquire 
concerning some of her l^te father's pensioners. 

Alaska-day ! said Theresa, as she poured out the 
coffee and handed it to her mistress, all that could 
come have been here every day to inquire after you 
and my master. She then proceeded to tell, that 
some, were dead whom they had left well ; and 
others, who were ill, had recovered. And see, 
Ma'amselle, added Theresa; there is old Mary com* 
ing up the garden now : she has looked every day 
these three years as if she would die, y^t she is alive 
still. She has seen the chaise at the door, and 
knows you are come home. 

The sight of this poor old woman would have 
been too much for Emily, and she begged Theresa > 
wpuld go and tell her that she was too ill to see 
any person that night. To-morrow 1 shall be better, 
perhaps ; but give her this token of my remem- 
brance. 

Emily sat for some time given up to sorrow. 
Not an object on which her^ eye glanced but 
awakened some remembrance that led immediately 
to the subject of her grief. Her favourite plants, 
which St. Aubert had taught her to nurse ; the 
little drawings that adorned the room, which his 
taste had instructed her to execute ; the books that 
be had selected for her use, and which tNfey bad 
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read together; her musical instruments, whose 
sounds he loved- so well, and which he sometimes 
awakened himself— every object gave new force to 
sorrow. At length she roused herself from this me- 
lancholy indulgence ; and, summoning all her reso- 
lution, stepped forward to go into those forlorn 
rooms, which, though she dreaded to enter, she 
knew would yet more powerfully affect her if she 
delayed to visit them. 

Having passed through the green-house, her 
courage for a moment forsook her when she opened 
the door of the library ; and, perhaps, the shade 
which evening and the foliage of the trees near the 
windows threw across the room, heightened the 
solemnity.of her feelings on entering that apartment 
where every thing spoKO of her father. Ihere was 
an arm-chair in which he used to sit : she shrunk 
when she observed it ; for she had so oflen seen 
him seated there, and the idea of him rose so di- 
stinctly to her mind, that she almost fancied she saw 
him before her. But she checked the illusions of a 
distempered imagination, though she could not sub- 
due a certain degree of awe which now mingled 
with her emotions. She walked slowly to the chair, 
and seated herself in it. There was a reading-desk 
before it, on which lay a book, open, a& it had been 
left by her father. It was some moments before she 
recovered courage enough to examine it ; and when 
she looked at the open page, she immediately re- 
collected that St, Aubert> on the evening before 
his departure from the chateau, had read to her 
some passages from this his favourite author. The 
circumstances now affected her ejctreraely: she 
looked at the page, wept, and looked again. To 
her the book appeared sacred and invaluable; and 
she would not have moved it, or closed the page 
which he had left open^ for the treasures oi the 
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Indies. Still she sat before the desk; and ceuld 
not resolve to quit it, though the increasing gloom, 
and the profound silence of the apartment, revived 
a degree of painful awe. Her thoughts dwelt on 
the probable state of departed spirits ; and she re- 
membered the affecting conversation which had 
passed between St. Aubert and La Voisin on the 
night preceding his death. 

As she mused, she saw the door slowly open ; and 
a rustling sound, in a remote part of the room, 
Btartled her. Through the dusk she thought she 
perceived something move. The subject she had 
been considering, and the present tone of her spirits, 
which made her imagination respond to every im- 
pression of her senses, gave her a sudden terror ot 
something supernatural. She sat for a moment 
motionless ; and then, her dissipated reason return- 
ing, What should I fear? said she; if the spirits of 
those we love ever return to us, it is in kindness. 

The silence which again reigned, made her 
ashamed of her late fears ; and she believed that her 
imagination had deluded her, or that she had heard 
one of those unaccountable noises which sometimes 
occur in old houses. The same sound, however, 
returned ; and, distinguishing something moving 
towards her, and in the next instant press beside her 
into the chair, she shrieked ; but her fleeting senses 
were instantly recalled, on perceiving that it was 
Manchon who sat by her, and who now licked her 
hands affectionately. 

Perceiving her spirits unequal to the task she had 
assigned herself, of visiting the deserted rooms of 
the chateau this night, when she left the library she 
walked into the garden, and down tp the terrace 
that overhung the river. The sun was now set ; but 
under the dark branches of the almond trees was 
seen the saffron glow of the west^ spreading beyond 
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tihe twilight of middle air. The bat flitted silently 
by ; and now and then the mourning note of the 
nightingale was heard. The circumstances of the 
hour brought to her recollection some lines which 
she had once heard St. Aubert recite on this very 
spot, and she hafl now a melancholy pleasure in re- 
peating them. 

SONNET, 

Now the bat circles on the breeze of eve. 

That creeps, in shudderijig (its, along the wave, 
• AVid tirembles 'mid the woods, and through the cave, 
Whose lonely sighs the wandeisr deceive : 

For oft, when Melancholy charms his mind; 
Tie diinks the Spirit of the rock he hcar^ , 

Nor listens, but with sweetly-thrilling fears. 

To the low, mystic murmurs of the wind ] 

Now the bat circles ; and the twilight-dew 

{*alls silent round, and o*er the mountain-cli£f^ 
The gleaming wave, and far discovered ski^*, 

Spreads the gray veil of soft, harmonious hue, 

So falls o'er Grief the dew of Pity's tear^ 
JDinoming her lonely visions of despair* 

Emily, wandering on, came to St. Aubert's favour- 
ite plane-tree, where so oflen, at this hour, they 
had sat beneath the shade together, and with her 
dear mother sooften had conversed on the subject 
•of a future state. How oflen, too, had her father 
expressed the comfort he derived from believing that 
they should meet in another world ! Emily, over- 
come by these recollections, lefl the plane-tree ; 
and as she leaned pensively on the wall of the 
terrace, she observed a group of peasants dancing 
gaily on the banks of the Garonne, lif hich spread in 
broad expanse below, and reflected tho evening 
lights What a contrast they formed to the desolatCi 
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unhappy Emily ! They were gay SLnddebonnaire, 
they were wont ta be when she^ too, was gay — 
when St. Aubert used to listeq to their merry masic, 
with a countenance beaming pleasure and benevo^ 
lence. Emily, haying looked for a moment on this 
sprightly band, turned away, unable to bear the re- 
taaembrances it excited : but where, alas I could she 
turn, and not meet new objects to give acuteness 
to grief! 

As she walked slowly towards the house, she was 
met by Theresa. Dear Ma'amselle, said she, I have 
been seeking you up and down this half-hoifr^ and 
was afraid some accident had happened to you. 
How can you like to wander about so in this night 
air ? Do come into the house. Think what my poor 
master would have said, if he could see you. I am 
sure, when my dear lady died, no gentleman could 
take it more to heart than he did ; yet you know he 
seldom shed a tear. 

Fray, Theresa, cease, said Emily, wishing to in- 
terrupt this ill-judged but well-meaning harangue. 
Theresa's loquacity, however, was not to be silenced 
so easily. And when you used to grieve so, she 
added, he often told you how wrong it was — for 
that my mistress was happy. And if she was happy, 
J am sure he is so too; tor the prayers of the poor, 
ther say, reach heaven. During this speech, Emily 
had walked silently into the chateau, and Theresa 
lighted her across the hall into the common sitting-, 
parlour, where she had laid the cloth with one 
solitary knife and fork for supper. Emily was in 
the room before she perceived that it was not her 
own apartment; but she checked the emotion which 
inclined her to leave it, and seated herself quietly 
by the little supper table. Her father^s hat hung 
updn the opposite wall : while she gazed at it a 
mntness came over her. Theresa looked at her^ 
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and then at the object! on which her eves were 
settled, and went to remove it ; but Emily waved^ 
her hand — No, said she, let it remain ; I am going 
to my chamber. Nay, Ma'amselle, supper is ready. 
I cannot take it, replied Emily : I will go to my 
room, and try to sleep. To-morrow I shall be 
better. 

Tliis Is poor doings ! said Theresat Dear lady 1 
do take some food ! I have dressed a pheasant, and 
a fine one it is. Old Monsieur Barreaux sent it 
this morning ; for I saw him yesterday, and told 
him you were coming; and I know nobody that 
seemed more concerned, when he heard the sad 
news, than he. 

Did he? said Emily in a tender voice, while she 
felt her poor heart warmed for a moment by a ray 
of sympathy. 

At length her spirits were entirely overcome, and 
she retired to her room. 



CHAPTER X. 



Can Music's voice, can Beauty's eye^ 

Can Painting^s glowing hand, supply 

A chann so suited to my nnnd# 

As blows this hollow gust of wind ^ 

As drops this little weeping rill 

Soft tinkling down the moss-grown hill ; 
While through the west, where sinks the crimosn day. 
Meek Twilight slowly sails, and waves h^ banners gray ? 

M-Aaovm 

EMitT, sometime after her return to. L?i Valine, 
received letters from her aunt, Madame Cheron, in 
which, after some common-place condolement and 
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ftdvicei she invited her to Thoulouse, and adde^« 
that, as her Jate brother had intrusted £mily'8 
^iucation to her, she should consider herself bound 
to oTerlook her condiict. Emily, at. this time, 
wished only to remain at La Vall6e, in the sdeneis of 
her early happiness, nov^ rendered infinitely dear to 
her, as the late residence of those whom she had loet 
for ever; where she could weep unobserved, retrace 
their steps, and remember each minute particular 
of their manners. But she was equally ankious to 
avoid the displeasure of Madame Cheron. 

Though her affection Would not suffer her to 
question, eVen for a moment, the propriety of St. 
Aubert's conduct in appointing Madame Cheroa 
for her guardian, she was sensible that this step had' 
made her happiness depend, in a great degree, on 
the humour of her aunt. In her reply, she begged 
permission to remain at present at La Valine; 
mentioning the extreme dejection of her spirits, and 
the necessity she felt for quiet and retirement to 
restore them. These she knew were not to be found 
at Madame Cheron's^ whose inclinations led her 
into a life of dissipation, which her ample fortune 
encouraged. And, having given her answer, she 
i^t somewhat more at ease. 

In the first days of her affliction she was visited 
by Monsieur Barreaux, a sincere mourner for St. 
Aubert. I may well lament my friend, said he, for 
I shall never meet with his resemblance ! If I could 
liave found such a man in what is called society, I 
should not have lefl it. 

M. Barreajix's admiration of her father endewred 
him extremely to Emily ; whose heart found almost 
its first relief in conversing of her parents with a 
man whom she so much revered, and who, though 
with such an ungracious appearance, possessed so 
nudb goodness of heart ana delicacy of mind. 
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' Several weeks passed away in auiet retirement, 
and Emily's affliction began to soften into melan- 
choly* She could bear to read the books she had 
bdbre read with her father— to sit in his chair in 
the library — to watch the flowers his hand had 
planted —to awaken the tones of that instrument 
tm fingers had pressed, and sometimes even to play 
his favourite air. 

When her mind had recovered from the first 
shock of affliction, perceiving the danger of yielding 
to indolence, and that activity alone could restore 
its tone, she scrupulously endeavoured to pass all 
her hours in employment. • And it was now that she 
understood the full value of the education she had 
received from St. Aubert — for, in cultivating her 
understanding, he had secured her an asylum from 
indolence without recourse to dissipation, and rich 
and varied amusement and information independent 
of the society from which her situation secluded her. 
Nor were the good effects of this education con- 
fined to selfish advantages ; since St. Aubert having 
nourished every amiable quality of her heart, it now 
expanded in benevolence to all around her, and 
taught her, when she could not remove the mis- 
fortunes of others, at least to soften them by sym- 
pathy and tenderness— a benevolence that taught 
her to feel for all that could suffer. 

Madame Cheron returned no answer to Emily's 
letter ; who began to hope that she should be per- 
mitted to remain some time longer in her retire* 
ment ; and her mind had now so far recovered its 
strength, that she ventured to view the scenes 
which most powerfully recalled the images of past 
times. Among these was the fishing-house; and 
to indulge still more the affectionate melancholy of 
the visit, she took thither her lute, that she might 
again hear there the tones to which St* Aubert and 

VOL. XLV. O 
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Iter mdther faad so often delighted to listen. ''Shtf 
went aIone> and at that still hour of the evening 
which is so soothing to fancy and to grief. The last 
time she had been here she was in company with 
Monsieur and Madame St. Aubert, a few days pre- 
ceding that on which the latter was seized wi£h a 
fatal illness : now, when Emily again entered tlie 
woods that surrounded the building, they awakened 
80 forcibly the memory of former times, that her 
resolution yielded for a moment to excess pf grief : 
she stopped, leaned for support against a tree, and 
wept for some minutes, before she had recovered 
herself sufficiently to proceed. The little path that 
led to the building was overgrown with grass, and 
the flowers which §t. Aubert had scattered carelessly 
along the border were almost choked with weeds—- 
the tall thistle, the foxglove^ and the nettle. She 
often paused to look on the desolate spot, noW so 
ftilent and forsaken !— and when with a trembling 
hand she opened the door of the fishing-house. 
Ah ! said she, every thing, every thing remains as 
when I left it last — ^left' it with those who never 
must return ! She went to a window that overhung 
the rivulet, and leaning over it, with her eyes 
fixed on the current, was soon lost in melancholy 
reverie. The lute she had brought lay forgotten 
beside her : the mournful sighing of the breeze as 
it waved the high pines above, and its sofler 
whispers among the osiers that bowed upon the 
banks below, was a kind of music more in unison 
with her feelings : it did not vibrate on the chords 
of unhappy memory, but was soothing to the heart 
as the voice of pity. She continued to muse, un» 
conscious of the gloom of evening, and that the 
aun's last light trembled on the heights above ; and 
would probably have remained so much longer, if a 
audden footstep, without the building, luid not 
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alarmed her attention, and first made her recollect 
that she was unprotected. In the next moment the 
door opened, and a stranger appeared; who stopped 
on perceiving Emily, and then began to apologise 
for his intrusion. But Emily, at the sound of hid 
Toice, lost her fear in a stronger emotion : its tones 
were familiar to her ear ; and, though she could not 
readily distinguish through the dusk the features 
of the person who spoke, she felt a remembrancci 
too strong to be distrusted. 

He repeated his apology, and Emily then said 
something in reply ; when the stranger, eagerly ad- 
vancing, exclaimed. Good God ! can it be ? — surely 
I am not mistaken — Ma'amselle St. Aubert?— -is it 
not? 

It is indeed, said Emily, who was confirmed in 
her first conjecture; for she now distinguished the 
countenance of Valancourt lighted up with still 
more than its usual animation. A thousand painful 
recollections crowded to her mind ; and the effort 
which she made to support herself only served to in- 
crease her agitation. Valancourt meanwhile, having 
inquired anxiously afler her health, and expresses 
his hopes that M. St. Aubert had found benefit from 
travelling, learned, from the flood of tears which 
she could no longer repress, the fatal truth. He led 
her to a seat, and'sat down by her ; while Emily 
continued to weep, and Valancourt to hold the hand 
which she was unconscious he had taken, till it was 
wet with the tears which grief for St. Aubert and 
sympathy for herself had called forth. 

I feel, said he at length, I feel how insufficient 
all attempt at consolation must be on this subject : 
I can only mourn with you ; for I cannot doubt the 
source of your tears. Would to God I were mis- 
taken ! 

Emily could 'still answer only by tears, till she 

o2 
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ricwe, and begged they might leaTe tbe m^lancfidfy 
spot i when Valancourt, Uiough he saw her feeble* 
nessy could not offer to detain her, but took her arm 
within hisy and led her from the fishing-house. 
They walked silently through the woods ; Valan- 
court anxious to know yet rearing to ask any par- 
ticulars concerning St. Aubert, and Emily too much 
distressed to converse. After some time, howcTer, 
she acquired fortitude enough to speak of her fa- 
ther, and to give a brief account of the manner oif 
his death; during which recital Valancourt's counte- 
nance betrayed strong emotion ; and when he heard 
that St. Aubert had died on the road, and that Emily 
had been left among strangers, he pressed her hand 
between his, and involuntarily exclaimed. Why was 
I not there ! but in the next moment recollected 
himself, for he immediately returned to the men- 
tion of her father ; till, perceiving that her spirits 
were exhausted, he gradually changed tlie subject, 
and spoke of himself. Emily thus learned that, after 
they had parted, he had wandered for some time 
along the shores of the Mediterranean, and had then 
returned through Languedoc into Gascony^ which 
was his native province, and where he usually re- 
sided. 

When he had concluded his little narrative, he 
sunk into a silence which Emily was not disposed to 
interrupt, and it continued till they reached the gate 
of the chateau, when he stopped, as if he had known 
this to be the limit of his walk. Here, saying that 
it was his intention to return to Estuviere on the 
following day, he asked her if she would permit him 
to take leave of her in tbe morning ; and Emily, 
perceiving that she could not reject an ordinary 
civility without expressing by her refusal an expec- 
tation of something more, was compelled to answer 
that she should be at home. 
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She passed a melancholy evening, during which 
the retrospect of all that had happened since she had 
seen Valancourt would rise to her imagination! and 
the scene of her father's death appeared in tints as 
iiresh as if it had passed on the preceding day* She 
remembered, particularly, the earnest and solemn 
manner in which he had required her to destroy the 
manuscript papers; and, awakened from the lethargy 
in which sorrow had held her, she was shocked to 
think she had not vet obeyed him, and determined 
that another day should not reproach her with the 
neglect. 



CHAPTER XI. 



Can such things be. 

And OYercome us like a summer's cloud, 
Without our special wonder? 

MacbxeB4 



On the next morning Emily ordered a fire to be 
lighted in the stove of the chamber where St. Au- 
bert used to sleep, and as soon as she had break- 
fasted went thither to bum the papers. Having 
&8tened the door to prevent interruption, she 
opened the closet where they were concealed ; as 
she entered which, she felt an emotion of unusual 
awe, and stood for some moments surveying it, 
trembling, and almost afraid to remove the board. 
There was a great chair in one corner of the closet, 
and opposite to it stood the table at which she had 
seen her father sit, on th e evening that preceded his 

o3 
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departure, looking over, with so much emotion, 
what she believed to be these very papers. 

The solitary life which Emily had led of late, and 
the melancholy subjects on which she had suffered 
her thoughts to dwell, had rendered her at times 
sensible to the ' thick-coming fancies ' of a mind 
greatly enervated. It was lamentable, that her ex- 
eellent understanding should have yielded, even for 
a moment, to the reveries of superstition, or rather 
to those starts of imagination which deceive the 
senses into what can be called nothing less than 
momentary madness. Instances of this temporary 
failure of mind had more than once occurred since 
her return home ; particularly when, wandering 
through this lonely mansion in the evening twilight, 
she had been alarmed by appearances which would 
have been unseen in her more cheerful days« To 
this infirm state of her nerves may be attributed 
what she imagined, when, her eyes glancing a se- 
cond time on the arm-chair, which stood in an ob- 
scure part of the closet, the countenance of her dead 
father appeared there. Emily stood fixed for a mo- 
ment to the floor ; afier which she left the closet. 
Her spirits, however, soon returned : she reproached 
herself with the weakness of thus suffering interrup- 
tion in an act of serious importance, and again 
opened the door. By the directions which St. Au- 
bert had given her, she readily found the board he 
had described, in an opposite corner of the closet, 
near the window : she distinguished also the line 
he had mentioned ; and pressing it as he had bade 
her, it slid down, and disclosed the bundle of papers, 
together with some scattered ones, and the purse Of 
louis. With a trembling hand she removed them — 
replaced the board — paused a moment— -and was 
rising from the floor, when, on looking up, there 
appeared to heralarmedfancy the same countenance 
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in the chair. The illusion (another instance of the 
unhappy effect which solitude and grief had gra- 
dually produced upon her mind ) subdued her spirits: 
she rushed forward into the chamber, and sunk al- 
most senseless into a chair. Returning reason soon' 
overcame the dreadful, but pitiable, attack of ima- 
gination, and she turned to the papers ; though still 
with so little recollection, that her eyes involun- 
tarily settled on the writing of some loose sheets 
which lay open ; and she was unconscious that she 
was transgressing her father's strict injtmction, tiH 
a sentence of dreadful import awakened her atten- 
tion and her memory together. She hastily put the 
papers from her ; but the words which had routed 
equally her curiosity and terror, she could not dis- 
miss from her thoughts. So powerfully had they 
affected her, that she even could not resolve to de- 
stroy the papers immediately ; and the more she 
dwelt on the circumstance, the more it inflamed her 
imagination. Urged by the most forcible, and ap- 
parently the most necessary, curiosity to inquire fur* 
ther concerning the terrible and mysterious subject 
to which she had seen an allusion, she began to la- 
ment her promise to destroy the papers. For a mo- 
ment she even doubted whether it could justly be 
obeyed, in contradiction to such reasons as there ap- 
peared to be for further information ; but the delu- 
sion was momentary : I have given a solemn pro- 
mise, said she, to observe a solemn injunction, and 
it is not my business to argue, but to obey. Let me 
hasten to remove the temptation that would destroy 
my innocence, and imbitter my life with the con- 
sciousness of irremediable guilt, while I have strength 
to reject it. 

Thus re-animated with a sense of her duty, she 
completed the triumph of integrity over temptation^ 
Biore forcible than any she had ever knowO) and 
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consigned the papers to the flamest Her eyes watch- 
ed them as they slowly consumed ; she shuddered at 
the recollection of the sentence she had just seen» 
and at the certainty that the only opportunity of 
explaining it was then passing away for ever. 

It was long afler this that she recollected the 
purse ; and as she was depositing it, unppened, in i| 
cabinet, perceiving that it contained something of 
a size larger than coin, she examined it. His hand 
deposited them here, said she, as she kissed som^ 
pieces of the coin, and wetted them with her tears 
.—his hand, which is now dust ! At the bottom of 
the purse was a small packep ; which having taken 
out, and unfolded paper after paper, she found to be 
an ivory case containing the miniature of a — lady ! 
She started* The same, said she, my father wept 
over ! On examining the countenance, she could 
recollect no person that it resembled : it was of un- 
common beauty ; and was characterized by an ex- 
pression of sweetness shaded with sorrow and tem- 
pered by resignation. 

St. Aubert had given no directions concerning 
this picture, nor had even named it ; she therefore 
thought herself justified in preserving it. More thaa 
once remembering his manner when he had spoken 
, of the Marchioness of Villeroi, she felt inclined to 
believe that this was her resemblance ; yet there ap- 
peared no reason why he should have preserved a 
picture of that lady, or, having preserved it, why he 
should lament over it in a manner so striking and 
affecting as she had witnessed on the night preced- 
ing his departure. 

£mily still gazed on the countenance, examining 
its features ; but she knew not where to detect the 
charm that captivated her attention, and inspired 
sentiments of such love and pity. Dark brown hair 
played carelessly along the open forehead; the nose 
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was rather inclined to aquiline ; the lips spoke in a 
smile, but it was a melancholy one ; the eyes were 
blue, and were directed upwards, with an expression 
of peculiar meekness ; while the soft cloud of the 
brow spoke the fine sensibility of the temper. 

Emily was roused from the musine mood into 
which the picture had thrown her, by the closing of 
the warden gate ; and oh turning her eyes to the 
window she saw Valancourt coming towards the 
chateau. Her spirits agitated by the subjects that 
had lately occupied her mind, she felt unprepared to 
see him, and remained a few moments in the cham- 
ber to recover herself. 

When she met him in the parlour, she was struck 
with the change that appeared in his air and coun- 
tenance since they had parted in Rouaillon, which 
twilight and the distress she suffered on the preced- 
ing evening had prevented her from observing. But 
dejection and languor disappeared for a moment, in 
the smile that now enlightened his countenance on 
perceiving her. You see, said he, I have availed my- 
self of the permission with which you honoured me 
— of bidding you farewell, whom I had the happi- 
ness of meeting only yesterday. 

Emily smiled faintly, and, anxious to say some- 
thing, asked if he had been long in Gascony. A few 
days only, replied Valancourt, while a blush passed 
over his cheeK. I engaged in a long ramble after I 
had the misfortune of parting with the friends who 
had made xny wanderings among the Pyrenees so 
delightful. 

A tear came to Emily's eyes as Valancourt said 
this; which he observed, and, anxious to draw off 
her attention from the remembrance that had oc- 
casioned it, as well as shocked at his own thought- 
lessness, he began to speak on other subjects, ex- 
pressing his admiration of the chateau and its pro-i 
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spects. Emily, who felt somewhat eAibarrassed hoir 
to support a conversation, was glad of such an op- 
portunity to continue it on different topics. They 
walked down to the terrace; where Valan court was 
charmed with the river scenery,- and the views over 
Che opposite shores of G.uienne. 

As he leaned on the wall of the terrace, watching 
the rapid current of the Garonne, I was a few weeks 
ago, said he, at the source of this noble river; I had 
not then the happiness of knowing you, or J should 
have regretted your absence — it was a scene so 
exactly suited to your ta^te* It rises in a part of the 
Pyrenees still wilder and more sublime, I think, 
than any we passed in the w^y to Rousillon. Ha 
then described its fall among the precipices of the 
mountains, where its waters, augmented by the 
streams that descend from the snowy summits around, 
rush into the Valine d*Aran; between those roman- 
tic heights it foams along, pursuing its way to the 
north-west, till it emerges upon the plains of Lan- 
guedoc; then, washing the walls of Ihoulouse, and 
turning again to the north-west, it assumes a milder 
character, as it fertilizes the pastures of Gascony and 
Guienne in its progress to the Bay of Biscay. 

Emily and Valan court talked of the scenes they 
had passed among the Pyrenean Alps; as bespoke of 
which there was often a tremulous tenderness in his 
voice ; and sometimes be expatiated on them with 
all the fire of geniiu^ — sometimes would appear 
scarcely conscious of the topic, though he continiied 
to speaic. This subject recalled forcibly to Emily the 
idea of her father, whose image appeared in every 
landscape which Valancourt particularized, whose 
remarks dwelt upon her memory, and whose enthu- 
siasm still glowed in her heart. Her silence at 
Jenglth reminded Valancourt how nearly his conver- 
sation approached to the occasion of her grief, and 
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be changed the subject, though for one scarcely lesi 
affecting to Emily. When he admired the grandeur 
of the plane«tree, that spread its wide branches orer 
the terrace, and under whose shade they now sat, 
she remembered how often she had sat thus with 
St. Aubert, and heard him express the same admi- 
ration. 

This was a favourite tree with my dear father, 
said she : he used to love to sit under its foliage^ 
with his family about him, in the fine evenings of 
summer. 

Valancourt understood her feeh'ngs, and was si- 
lent : had she raised her eyes from the ground, she 
would have seen tears in his. He rose, and leaned 
on the wall of the terrace ; from which, in a few 
moments, he returned to his seat ; then rose again, 
and appeared to be greatly agitated ; while Emily 
found her spirits so much depressed, that several of 
her attempts to renew the conversation wer6 inef- 
fectual. Valancourt again sat down ; but was still 
silent, and trembled. At length he said with a he- 
sitating voice, This lovely scene I am going to leave! 
— to leave you — ^perhaps for ever ! These moments 
may never return I 1 cannot resolve to neglect, 
though I scarcely dare to avail myself of them. Let 
me, however, without offending the delicacy of your 
sorrow, venture to declare the admiration I must 
always feel of your goodness —O ! that at some fu- 
ture period I might be permitted to call it love ! 

EmilVs emotion would not su^Per her to reply; 
and Valancourt, who now ventured to look up, oo« 
serving' her countenance change, expected to see her 
faint, and made an involuntary effort to support her, 
which recalled Emilyvto a sense of her situation, and 
to an exertion of her spirits. Valancourt did not 
appear to notice her indisposition, but when he 
spoke again; his voice told the tenderest love* I 
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will not presume, he added, to intrade this subject 
longer upon your attention at this time ; but I may 
perhaps be permitted to mention, that these part« 
ing moments would lose much of their bitterness, 
if I might be allowed to hope the declaration I 
have made would not exclude me from your presence 
in future. 

Emily made another effort to overcome, the con« 
fusion of her thoughts, and to speak. She feared to 
trust the preference her heart acknowledged towards 
Yalancourt, and to give him any encouragement for 
hope, on so short an acquaintance; for though, in 
this narrow period, she had observed much that was 
admirable in his taste and disposition, and though 
these observations had been sanctioned by the opi- 
nion of her father, they were not sufficient testimo- 
nies of his general worth, to determine her upon a 
subject so infinitely iinportant to her future happi- 
ness as that which now solicited her attention. Yet, 
though the thought of dismissing Yalancourt was so 
very painful to her that she could scarcely endure to 
pause upon it, the consciousness of this made her 
fear the partiality of her judgement, and hesitate 
still more to encourage that suit for which her own 
heart too tenderly pleaded. The family of Yalan- 
court, if not his circumstances, had been known to 
her father, and known to be unexceptionable. Of 
his circumstances Yalancourt himself hinted, as far 
as delicacy would permit, when he said he had at 
present little else to offer but a heart that adored 
ner. He had solicited only for a distant hope ; and 
she could not resolve to forbid, though she scarcely 
dared to permit it. At length she acquired courage 
to say, that she must think herself honoured by the 
good opinion of any person whom her father bad 
esteemed. 

And was I, then, thought worthy of his esteem ? 
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Sftid Valancourt in a voice trembling with anxiety. 
Then checking himself, he added, But pardon the 
question ; I scarcely know what 1 say. If I might 
dare to hope that you think me not unworthy sudi 
honour, and might be permitted sometimes to in- 
quire after your health, I should now leave you with 
comparative tranquillity. 

Emily, after a moment's silence, 8aid> I will be 
ingenuous with you, for I know you will understand 
and allow for my situation: you will consider it as a 

{)roof of my •» my esteem that I am so. Though I 
ive here in what was my father's house, I live here 
alone. I have, alas ! no longer a parent— a parent, 
whose presence might sanction your visits. It is un- 
necessary for me to point out the impropriety of 
my receiving them. 

Nor will I affect to be insensible of this, replied 
Valancourt; adding mournfully — But what is to con- 
sole me for my candour?— I distress you; and would 
now leave the subject if I might carry with me a 
hope of being some time permitted io renew it— 
of being allowed to make myself known to your 
family. 

Emily was again confused, and again hesitated 
what to reply. She felt most acutely the di£Sculty 
— the fbrlornness of her situation — ^which did not 
allow her a single relative, or friend, to whom she 
could turn for even a look that might support and 
guide her in the present embarrassing circumstances. 
Madame Cheron, M*ho was her only relative, and 
pught to have been tliis friend, was either occupied 
by ^r own amusements, or so resentful of the re- 
luctance her niece had shown to quit La Valine, that 
she seemed totally to have abandoned her. 

Ah ! I see, said Valancourt after a long pause, 
during which Emily had begun and left unfinished 
two or three.sepli^BjieS'^I ^e^ that I have nothiiig 
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to hope: my fears were too just*— you think me ud« 
worthy of your esteem* That fatal journey ! which 
Iconsideredas the happiest period of my lite — ^those 
delightful days, were to imbitter all my future ones! 
How often I have looked back to them with hope 
and fear ! — yet never till this moment could I pre* 
rail with myself to regret tiieir enchanting in- 
fluence. 

His voice faltered? and he abruptly quitted his 
aeat and walked on the terrace. There was an ex* 
pression of despair on his countenance that affected 
Emily. The pleadings of her heart overcame, in 
aome degree, her extreme timidity ; and when he 
resumed his seat, she said in an accent that betray- 
ed her tenderness. You do both yourself and me in- 
justice when you say I think you unworthy of my 
esteem : I will acknowledge that you have long 
possessed it, and^and— 

Valancourt waited impatiently for the conclusion 
of the sentence, but the words died on her lips. Her 
eyes, however, reflected all the emotions of her heart . 
Valancourt passed in an instant from the impa- 
tience of despair to that of joy and tenderness. O 
Emily ! he exclaimed, my own Emily— teach me to 
^ustam this moment ! Let me seal it as the most 
sacred of my life ! 

He pressed her hand to his lips ; it was cold and 
trembling ; and raising his eyes, he saw the pale- 
ness of her countenance. Tears came to her relief^ 
and Valancourt watched in anxious silence over hen 
In a few moments she recovered herself, and, smil- 
ing faintly through her tears, said, Can you excuse 
this weakness ? My spirits have not yet, I believe, 
recovered from the shock they lately received. 

I cannot excuse myself, said Valancourt. But I 
will forbear to renew tlie subject which may have 
contributed to agitate them, now that I can leave 
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you with the sweet certainty of possessing your 
esteem. 

"nien, forgetting his resolution, he again spoke 
of himself. You know not, said he, the many 
anxious hours I have passed near you lately, when 
you believed me, if indeed you honoured me with a 
thought, far away. I have wandered near the cha« 
teau, in tlie still hours of the night, when no eye 
could observe me. It was delightful to know I was 
so near you { and there was something particularly 
soothing in the thought that I watched round you? 
habitation while you slept. These grounds are not 
entirely new to me. Once I ventured within th# 
fence, and spent one of the happiest and yet most 
melancholy hours of my life, in walking under what 
I believed to be your window. 

Emily inquired how long Valancourt had been in 
the neighbourhood. Several days, he replied. It 
was my design to avail myself of the permission M. 
St. Aubert had given me. I scarcely know how to 
account for it } but, though I anxiously wished to 
do this, my resolution always failed when the mo* 
ment approached, and I constantly deferred my visit* 
I lodged in a village at some distance, and wander* 
«d with my dogs among the scenes of this charm- 
ing country, wishing continually to meet you, yat 
not daring to visit you. 

Having tlius continued to converse, without per* 
ceiving the flight of time, Valancourt at length 
seemed to recollect himself. I must go, said he 
mournfully — but it is with the hope of seeing you 
again, of being permitted to pay my respects to your 
family : — let me hear this hope confirmed 'by your 
voice.— -My family will be happy to see any friend of 
tpy dear father, said Emily. Valancourt kissed her 
b^d, ^qd still lingered, un^bfe to depart ; while 
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Smily sat silently, with her eye? bent on the ground f 
and Valancourt, as he gazed on her, considered that 
it would soon be impossible for him to recall, evea 
to his memory, the exact resemblance of the beauti- 
ful countenance he then beheld. At this moment a 
hasty footstep approached from behind the plane- 
tree, and turning her eyes, Emily saw Madame 
Cheron; She felt a blush steal upon her cheek, and 
her frame trembled with the emotion of her mind ; 
but she instantly rose to meet her visitor. So, nieces 
said Madame Cheron, casting a look of surprise and 
inquiry on Valancourt— "So, niece!, how do you do ? 
— But I need not ask — ^your looks tell me you have 
already recovered your loss. 

My looks do me injustice then, Madame : my 
loss, I know, can never be recovered. 

Well, well ! I will not argue with you : I see you 
have exactly your father's disposition; and let me 
tell you, it would have been much happier for him, 
poor man ! if it had been a different one. 

A look of digniBed displeasure, with which Emily 
regarded Madame Cheron while she spoke, would 
have touched almost any other heart : she made no 
other reply; but introduced Valancourt, who could 
scarely stine the resentment he felt, and whose bow 
Madame Cheron returned with a slight curtsy 
and a look of supercilious examination. Afler a few 
moments he took leave of Emily, in a manner that 
hastily expressed his pain, both at his own depar- 
ture and at leaving her to the society of Madame 
Cheron. 

Who is that young man ? said her aunt, in an 
accent which equally implied inquisitiveness and 
censure: some idle admirer of yours, I suppose? 
But I believed, niece, you had a greater sense of 
propriety, than to have received the visits of any 
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young man in your present nnfriended situation* 
Let rae tell you^ the world will observe those things; 
and it will talk— -ay» and very freely too. 

Emily, extremely shocked at this coarse speech, 
attempted to interrupt it; but Madame Cheron 
would proceed, with all the self-importance of a per- 
son to whom power is new. 

It is very necessary you should be under the eye 
of some person more able to guide you than your- 
self. I, mdeed, Lave not much leisure for such a 
task. However, since your poor father made it his 
last request that I should overlook your conduct, I 
must even take you under my care. But this let me 
tell you, niece, that unless you will determine tob^ 
very conformable to my direction, I shall not trou.- 
ble myself longer about you. 

Emily made no attempt to interrupt Madame 
Cheron a second time : grief, and the pride of con- 
scious innocence, kept her silent ; till her aunt, said, 
I am now come to take you with me to Thoulouse* 
I am sorry to find that your poor father died, afleir 
all, in such indifferent circumstances : however, I 
shall take you home with me. Ah ! poor man ! he 
was always more generous than provident, or he 
would not have left his daughter dependent on hia 
relations. 

Nor has he done so, I hope. Madam, said Emily 
calmly; nor did his pecuniary misfortunes arise from 
that noble generosity which always distinguished 
him : the arairs of M. de Motteville may, 1 trust, 
yet be settled without deeply injuring his creditors, 
and in the mean time I should be very happy to re- 
main at La Valine. 

No doubt you would, replied Madame Cheron 
with a smile of irony ; and I shall no doubt consent 
to this, since I see how necessary tranquillity and 
retirement are to restore your spirits. I did not 
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think you capable of so much duplicity, niece. 
Wl>en you pleaded this excuse for remaining here, 
Hoolishly believed it to be a just one, nor expected 
to have found with you so agreeable a companion 
as this M- La Val : I forget his name. 

Emily could no longer endure these cruel indig- 
nities. It was a just one, Madam, said she ; and 
now, indeed, I feel more than everthe value of the 
retirement I then solicited ; and if the purport, of 
your visit is only to add insult to the sorrows of 
your brother's child, she could well have spared it. 

I see that I have undertaken a very troublesome 
task, said Madame Cheron, colouring highly. — I am 
sure, Madam, said Emily mildly, and endeavouring 
to restrain her tears, I am sure my father did not 
mean it should be such. I have the happiness to re- 
flect, that my conduct under his eye was such as he 
oflen delighted to approve. It would be very pain- 
ful to me to disobey the sister of such a parent; and, 
if you believe the task will really be bo troublesome^ 
I must lament that it is yours. 

Well ! niece, fine speaking signifies little : I am 
willing, in consideration of my poor brother, to 
overlook the impropriety of your late conduct, and 
to try what your future will he. 

Emily interrupted her, to beg she would explain 
what was the impropriety she alluded to. 

What impropriety ! — why that of receiving the 
visits of a lover unknown to your family, replied 
Madame Cheron ; not considering the impropriety 
of which she had herself been guilty, in exposing 
her niece to the possibility of conduct so erroneous. 

A faint blush passed over Emily's countenance ; 
pride and anxiety struggled in her breast ; and, till 
she recollected that appearances did, in some de- 
gree, justify her aunt's suspicions, she could not re- 
solve to hupable lierself so far as to enter into the 
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defence of a conduct which had been so innojceirt 
and undesigned on her part. She xnentioned the 
manner of Valancourt's introduction to her father; 
the circumstance of his receiving the pistol-shot, 
and of their afterwards travelling together ; with the 
accidental way in which she had met him on the 
preceding evening. She owned he had declared a 
partiality for her, and that he had asked permission 
to address her family. 

And who is this young adventurer, pray ? said 
Madame Cheron, and what are his pretensions ?^- 
These he must himself explain, Madam, replied 
Emily. Of hia family my father was not ignorant, 
and 1 believe it is unexceptionable. She then pro- 
ceeded to mention what she knew concerning it. 

O then, this it seems is a younger brother ! ex- 
claimed her aunt, and of course a beggar. A very 
fine tale, indeed ! And so my brother took a fancy 
to this young man after only a few days' acquaint- 
'ance? But that was so like him ! In his youth he 
was always taking these likes and dislikes, when nd 
other person saw any reason for them at all : nay, 
indeed, I have often thought the people he disap- 
proved were much more agreeable than those he ad- 
mired. But there is no accounting for tastes. He 
was always so much influenced by people's counte- 
nances ! Now I, for my part, have no notion of 
this ; it is all ridiculous enthusiasm. What has a 
man's face to do with his character ? Can a man 
of good character help having a disagreeable face ? 
—which last sentence Madame Cheron delivered 
with the decisive air of a person who congratulates 
herself on having made a grand discovery, and be- 
lieves the question to be unanswerably settled. 

Emily, desirous of concluding the conversation, 
inquired if her aunt would accept some refresh- 
ment; and Madame Cheron accompanied her to the 
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chateau, but without desisting from a topic whiiih 
she discussed with so much complacency to herself 
and severity to her niece. 

I am sorry to perceive, niece, said she» in allusion 
to somewhat that fitnily had said concerning phy- 
siognomy, that you have a great many of your ra- 
ther's prejudices, and among them are those sudden 
predilections for people from their looks. I can 
perceive that you imagine yourself to be violently 
in love with this young adventurer, after an ac- 
quaintance of only a few days. There was some- 
thing, too, SO' charmingly romantic in the manner 
of your meeting ! 

Lmily checked the tears that trembled in her eyes, 
while sne said, When my conduct shall deserve this 
severity. Madam, you will do well to exercise it: till 
then, justice, if not tenderness, should surely re- 
strain it. I have never willingly offended you. Now 
I have lost my parents, you are the only person to 
whom I can look for kindness : let me not lament 
more than ever the loss of such parents. The last 
words were almost stilled by her emotions, and she 
burst into tears. Remembering the delicacy and 
the tenderness of St. Aubert, the happy happy days 
she had passed in these scenes ; and contrasting 
them with the coarse and unfeeling behaviour of 
Madame Cheron, and with the future hours of mor- 
tification she must submit to in her presence — a de- 
gree of grief seized her, that almost reached despair. 
Madame Cheron, more offended by the reproof 
which Emily's words conveyed, than touched by the 
sorrow they expressed, said nothing that im'ght 
soflen her grief; but, notwithstanding an apparent 
reluctance to receive her niece, she desired her com- 
pany* The love of sway was her ruling passion, and 
she knew it would be highly gratified by taking into 
her house a young orphan, who had no appeal from 
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her decisions, and on whom she could exercise 
without control the capricious humour of the mo* 
ment. 

On entering the chateau, Madame Cheroii ex^ 
pressed a desire that she would put up what she 
thought necessary to take to Thoulouse, as she 
meant to set off immediately. Emily now tried to 
persuade her to defer the journey at least till the 
next day ; and at length, with much difficulty, pre- 
vailed. 

The day passed in the exercise of petty tyranny 
on the part of Madame Cheron, and in mournful re- 
gret and melancholy anticipation on that of Emily; 
who, when her aunt retired to her apartment K)r 
the night, went to take leave of every other room in 
this her dear native home, which she was now quit- 
ting for she knew not how long, and for the world 
to which she was wholly a stranger. She could not 
conquer a presentiment, which frequently occurred 
to her this night — that she should never more re* 
turn to La valine. Having passed a considerable 
time in what had been her father's study ; having 
selected some of his favourite authors to put up 
with her clothes, and shed many tears as she wiped 
the dust from their covers ; she seated herself in his 
chair before the reading-desk, and sat lost in me- 
lancholy reflection ; till Theresa opened the door to 
examine, as was her custom before she went to bed, 
if all was safe. She started on observing her young 
lady, who bade her come in, and then gaverher some 
directions for keeping the chateau in readiness for 
her reception at all times. 

Alas-a-day ! that you should leave it ! said The- 
resa : I think you would be happier here than where 
you are going, if one may judge. Emily made no 
reply to this remark. The sorrow Theresa proceed- 
ed to express at her departure affected her ; but she 
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found some comfort in the simple affection of tliis 
poor old servant, to whom she gave such directions 
as might best conduce to her comfort during her 
own absence. 

Having dismissed Theresa to bed, Emily wander- 
ed through every lonely apartment of the chateau, 
lingering Iqng in what had been her father's bed- 
room, indulging melancholy yet not unpleasin^ 
emotions; and having often returned within the 
door to take another look at it, she withdrew to her 
own chamber. From her window she gazed upon 
the garden below, shown faintly by the moon rising 
over the tops of the palm-trees ; and at length the 
calm beauty of the night increased a desire of in- 
dulging the mournful sweetness of bidding farewell 
to the beloved shades of her childhood, till she was 
tempted to descend. Throwing over her the light 
veil in which she usually walked, she silently passed 
into the garden, and, hastening towards the distant 
groves, was glad to breathe once more the air of 
Cberty, and to sigh unobserved. The deep repose 
of the scene, the rich scents that floated on the 
breeze, the grandeur of the wide horizon and of the 
clear blue arch, soothed, and gradually elevated her 
mind to that sublime complacency, which renders 
the vexations of this world so insignificant and mean 
in our eyes, that we wonder they have had power 
for a moment to disturb us, Emily forgot Madame 
Cheron and all the circumstances of her conduct, 
while her thoughts ascended to the contemplation 
of those unnumbered worlds that lie scattered in 
the depths of ether — thousands of them hid from 
human eyes, and almost beyond the flight of human 
fancy. As her imagination soared through the re* 
gions of space, and aspired to that Great First Cause 
which pervades and governs all being, the idea of 
her father scarcely ev^rleft her; but it was ^pl^aEhi 
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ing idea, since she resigned him to God in the full 
confidence of a pure and holy faith. She pursued 
her way through the groves to the terrace, often 
pausing as memory awakened the pang of affection, 
and as reason anticipated the exile into which she 
was going. 

And now the moon was high over the woods, 
touching their summits with yellow light, and dart- 
ing between the foliage long level beams ; while on 
the rapid Garonne below, the trembling radiance 
was faintly obscured by the lightest vapour. Emily 
long watched the playing lustre ; listened to the 
soothing murmur of the current, and the yet lighter 
sounds of the air as it stirred at intervals the lofty 
palm-trees. How delightful is the sweet breath of 
these groves ! said she. This lovely scene !— how 
often shall I remember and regret it when I am far 
away ! Alas ! what events may occur before I see it 
again ! O peaceful, happy shades ! — scenes of my 
infant delights, of parental tenderness now lost for 
ever ! — why must I leave you ? In your retreats I 
should still find safety and repose. Sweet hours of 
my childhood — I am now to leave even your last 
memorials ! No objects that would revive your im- 
pressions will remani for me ! 

Then drying her tears, and loojcing up, her 
thoughts rose again to the sublime subject she had 
contemplated : the same divine complacency stole 
over her heart, and, hushing its throbs, inspired hope 
and confidence and resignation to the will of the 
Deity, whose works filled her mind with adoration.. 
Emily gazed long on the plane-tree, and then 
seated herself for the last time on the bench under 
its shade, where she had so often sat with her pa- 
rents ; and where, only a few hours before, she had 
conversed with Valancourt ; at the remembrance of 
whom, thus revived, a mingled sensation of esteem, 
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teademesSy and anxiety, rose in her breast. With 
this remembrance occurred a recollection of his late 
confession — that he had often wandered near her 
habitation in the night, having even passed the 
boundary of the garden ; and it immediately oc- 
curred to her that he might be at this moment in 
the grounds. The fear of meeting him, particularly 
after the declaration he had made, and of incurring 
a censure which her aunt might so reasonably be- 
stow, if it was known that she was met by her 
lover at this hour, made her instantly leave her be- 
loved plane-tree, and walk towards the chateau. 
She cast an anxious eye around, and often stopped 
for a moment to examine the shadowy scene before 
she ventured to proceed ; but she passed on without 
perceiving any person, till, having: reached a clump 
of almond-trees, not &r from the house, she rested 
to take a retrospect of the garden, and to sigh forth 
another adieu:— as her eyes wandered over the land- 
scape, she thought she perceived a person emerge 
from the groves, and pass slowly along a moon-light 
alley that led between them ; but the distance, and 
the imperfect light, would not suffer her to judge 
with any degree of certainty whether this was fancy 
or reality. She continued to gaze for sometime on 
the spot ; till on the dead stillness of the air she 
heard a sudden sound, and in the next instant fan- 
cied she distinguished footsteps near her. Wasting 
not another moment in conjecture, she- hurried to 
the chateau, and, having reached it, retired to her 
chamber, where as she closed her window she look- 
ed upon the garden, and then again thought she 
distinguished a figure gliding between the almond- 
trees she had just left. She immediately withdrew 
from the casement, and, though much agitate4> 
aoiight in sleep the refreshment of a short oblivion.' 



MTCintnu or uoolpbo. 169 



CHAPTER XII. 



• ... I leave that flowery path for aye 
Of childhood, where I sported many a day^ 
Warbling and sauntering carelessly along ; 
AVhere every face was innocent and gay ; 
Each vale romantic ; tuneful every tongue* 
Sweet, wild, and artless, all. 

The MiNSTftUM 



At an early hour the carriage which was to takt 
Emily and Madame Cheron to Thoulouse appeared 
at the door of the chateau ; and Madame was al- 
ready in the breakfast-room when her niece entered 
it. The repast was silent and melancholy on the 
part of Emily ; and Madame Cheron, whose vanity 
was piqued on observing her dejection, reproved her 
in a manner that did not contribute to remove it. 
It was with much reluctance that Emily's request to 
take with her the dog, which had been a favourite 
of her father, was granted. Her aunt, impatient 
to be gone, ordered the carriage to draw up ; and 
while she passed to the hall door, Emily gave an- 
other look into the library, and another farewell 
glance over the garden, and then followed. Old 
Theresa stood at the door to take leave of her young 
lady. God for ever keep you, Ma'amselle ! said she ; 
while Emily gave her hand in silence, and could an- 
swer only wi& a pressure uf her hand and a forced 
smile. 

At the gate which led out of the grounds, seve- 
•ral of her father's pensioners were assembled to bid 
her farewell; to. whom she would have spoken, if 
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her aunt would have suffered the driver to stop ; 
and having distributed to them ahnost all the mo- 
ney ^he had about her^ she sunk back in the car- 
riage, yielding to the melancholy of* her heart. 
Soon after, she caught between the steep banks of 
the road another view of the chateau peeping 
from among the high trees, and surrounded by greea 
slopes and tufted groves ; the Garonne wiilding its 
way beneath their shades, sometimes lost among the 
vineyards, and then rising in greater majesty in the 
distant pastures. The towenng precipices of the 
Pyrenees, that rose to the south, gave Emily a 
thousand interesting recollections of her late jour- 
ney ; and these objects of her former enthusiastic 
admiration now excited only sorrow and regret. 
Having gazed on the chateau and its lovely scenery 
till the banks again closed upon them, her mind be- 
came too much occupied by mournful reflections to 
permit her to attend to the conversation which Ma- 
dame Cheron had begun on some trivial topic ; so 
that they soon travelled in profound silence. 

Valancourt, meanwhile, was returned to Estu- 
viere, his heart occupied with the image of Emily ; 
sometimes indulging in reveries of future happiness^ 
but more frequently shrinking with dread of the op- 
position ho might encounter from her family. He 
was the younger son of an ancient family of Gas- 
cony ; and having lost his parents at an early pe- 
riod of his life, the care of his education and of his 
small portion had devolved to his brother the Count 
de Duvarney, his senior by nearly twenty years. 
Valancourthad been educated in all the accomplish- 
ments of his age, and had an ardour of spirit and 
a certain grandeur of mind, that gave him particu- 
lar excellence in the exercises then thought heroic 
His little fortune had been diminished by the ne* 
cessar j expenses of his education -, but M. La Yalan- 
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court the elder seemed to think that his genius and 
accomplishments would amply supply the deficiency 
of his inheritance. They offered flatterinff hopes of 
promotion in the military profession — in those times 
almost the only one in which a gentleman could en<* 
gage without incurring a stain on his name ; and 
La Valancourt was of course enrolled in the army. 
The general genius of his mind was but little un- 
derstood by his brother. That ardour for whatever 
is great and good in the moral world, as well as in 
the natural one, displayed itself in his infant years ; 
and the strong indignation which he felt and ex- 
pressed at a criminal or a mean action, sometimes 
drew upon him the displeasure of his tutor ; who 
reprobated it under the general term of violence of 
temper ; and who, when haranguing on the virtues 
of mildness and moderation, seemed to forget the 
gentleness and compassion which always appeared 
in his pupil towards objects of misfortune. 

He had now obtained leave of absence from his 
regiment, when he made the excursion into thQ 
Pyrenees which was the means of introducing him 
to St. Aubert; and as this permission was nearly 
exprired, he was the more anxious to declare him- 
self to Emily's family, from whom he reasonably 
apprehended opposition, since his fortune, though 
with a moderate addition from hers it would be suf- 
ficient to support them, would not satisfy the views 
either of vanity or ambition. Valancourt was not 
without the latter ; but he saw golden visions of 
promotion in the army, and believed that, with £mily> 
he could in the mean time be delighted to live with- 
in the limits of his humble income. His thoughts 
were now occupied in considering the means of ma- 
king himself known to her family ; to whom, hoyir- 
ever, he had yet no address ; for be wa9 eptirely ij^ 

q2 
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liorant of Emily's precipitate departure from La 
Valine, of whom he hoped to obtain it. 

Meanwhile the travellers pursued their journey ; 
Emily making frequent efforts to appear cheerful^ 
and too often relapsing into silence and dejection. 
Madame Cheron, attributing her melancholy sole)y 
to the circumstance of her being removed to a di- 
stance from her lover, and believing that the sorrow 
which her niece still expressed for the loss of St. 
Aubert proceeded partly from an affectation of sen- 
sibility, endeavoured to make it appear ridiculous 
to her, that such deep regret should continue to be 
felt so long after the period usually allowed for grief. 

At length these unpleasant lectures were inter- 
rupted by the arrival of the travellers at Thoulouse; 
and Emily, who had not been there for many years, 
and had only a very faint recollection of it, was sur- 
prised at the ostentatious style exhibited in her 
aunt's house and furniture ; the more so, perhaps, 
because it was so totally different from the modest 
elegance to which she had been accustomed. She 
followed Madame Cheron through a large hall, 
where several servants in rich liveries appeared, to 
a kind of saloon fitted up with more snow than 
taste ; and her aunt, complaining of fatigue, order- 
ed supper immediately. I am glad to find myself 
in my own house again, said she, throwing herself 
on a large settee, and to have my own people about 
me. I detest travelling : though, indeed, I ought 
to like itj for what I see abroad always makes me 
delighted to return to my own chateau. What 
makes you so silent, child? — what is it that disturbs 
you now? 

Emily suppressed a starting tear, and tried to smile 
away the expression of an oppressed heart: she was 
tbinking of h^ borne, and felt too sensibly the ar- 
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rogance and ostentatious vanity of Madame Cheron's 
conversation. Can this be my father's sister ! said 
she to herself; and then, the conviction that she 
was so warming her heart with something like kind- 
ness toi^ards her, she felt anxious to soften the harsh 
impression her mind had received of her aunt's cha- 
racter, and to show a willingness to oblige her. The 
effort did not entirely fail : she listened with appa- 
rent cheerfulness while Madame Cheron expatiated 
on the splendour of her house, told of the nume- 
rous parties she entertained, and what she should 
expect of Emily ; whose diffidence assumed the air 
of a reserve, which her aunt, believing it to be that 
of pride and ignorance united, now took occasion 
to reprehend. She knew nothing of the conduct 
of a mind that fears to trust its own powers ; which, 
possessing a nice judgement, and inclining to believe 
that every other person perceives still more critical- 
ly, fears to commit itself to censure, and seeks shel- 
ter in the obscurity of silence. Emily had frequently 
.blushed at the fearless manners which she had seen 
admired, and the brilliant nothings which -she had 
heard applauded ; yet this applause, so far from 
encouraging her to imitate the conduct that had 
won it, rather made her shrink into the reserve that 
would protect her from such absurdity. 

Madame Cheron looked on her niece's diffidence 
with a feeling very near to contempt, and endea- 
voured to overcome it by reproof, rather than to 
encourage it by gentleness. 

The entrance of supper somewhat interrupted the 
complacent discourse of Madame Cheron, and the 
painful considerations which it had forced upon 
Emily. When the repast (which was rendered os- 
tentatious by the attendance of a great number of 
servants, and by a profusion of plate) was over, 
Madame Cheron retired to her chamber, and a fo* 

as 
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male servant came to show Emily to hers. Having 
passed up a large staircase, and through several 
galleries, they came to a flight of back stairs, which 
led into a short passage in a remote part of the cha- 
teau ; and there the servant opened the door of a 
small chamber, which she said was Ma'amselle 
Emily's ; whd, once more alone, indulged the tears 
she had long tried to restrain. 

Those who know from experience how much the 
heart becomes attached even to inanimate objects 
to which it has been long accustomed — ^how un« 
willingly it resigns them — how, with the sensations 
of an old friend, it meets them after temporary ab- 
sence, will understand the forlornness of Emily's 
feelings — of Emily shut out from the only home 
she had known from her infancy, and thrown upon 
a scene, and among persons, disagreeable for more 
qualities than their novelty. Her father's favourite 
dog, now in the chamber, thus seemed to acquire 
the character and importance of a friend ; and as 
the animal fawned over her when she wept> and 
licked her hands, Ah, poor Manchon ! said she, I 
have nobody now to love me — but you ! and she 
wept the more. After some time, her thoughts re- 
turning to her father's injunctions, she remembered 
how often he had blamed her for indulging useless 
sorrow — how often he had pointed out to her the 
necessity of fortitude and patience ; assuring her, 
that the faculties of the mind strengthen by exer- 
tion, till they finally unnerve affliction, and triumph 
over it. These recollections dried her tears, gra-* 
dually soothed her spirits, and inspired her with 
the sweet emulation of practising precepts which 
her father had so frequently inculcated. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



Some power impart the spear and shield 
At which the wizard passions fly, 
By which the giant follies die ! 

CoLUKg. 

Madame Cheron's house stood at a little distance 
from the city of Thoulouse, and was surrounded by 
extensive gardens, in which Emily, who had arisen 
early, amused herself with wandering before break* 
fast. From a terrace, that extended along the high- 
est part of them, was a wide view over Languedoc. 
On the distant horizon to the south she discovered 
the wild summits of the Pyrenees, and her fancy im* 
mediately painted the green pastures of Gascony at 
their feet. Her heart pointed to her peaceful home 
— to the neighbourhood where Valancourt was— 
where St. Aubert had been ; and her imagination^ 
piercing the veil of distance, brought that home to 
her eyes in all its interesting and romantic beauty. 
She experienced an inexpressible pleasure in be» 
lieving that she beheld the country around it, though 
no feature could be distinguished, except the re- 
tiring chain of the Pyrenees; and, inattentive to 
the scene immediately before her, and to the flight 
of time, she continued to lean on the window of a 
pavilion that terminated the terrace, with her eye^f 
fixed on Gascony, and her mind occupied with the 
interesting ideas which the view of it awakened, till 
a servant came to tell her breakfast was ready. Her 
thoughts thus recalled to the surrounding objectsi 
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the straight walks, square parterres, and artificial 
fountains of the garden, could not fail, as she pass- 
ed through it, to appear the worse, opposed to the 
negligent graces and natural beauties of the grounds 
df La Vall6e, upon which her recollection had been 
so intensively employed. 

Whither have you been rambling so early ? said 
Madame Cheron, as her niece entered the breakfast- 
room : I don't approve of these solitary walks. And 
Emily was surprised, when, having informed her 
aunt that she had been no Curther than the gardens, 
she understood these to be included in the reproof. 
I desire you will not walk there again, at so early an 
hour, unattended, said Madame Cheron : my gardens 
are very extensive ; and a young woman who can 
make assignations by moon-light at La Vall6e, is not 
to be trusted to her own inchnations elsewhere. 

Emily, extremely surprised and shocked, had 
scarcely power to beg an explanation of these words ; 
and when she did, her aunt absolutely refused to 
give it ; though, by her severe looks and half sen- 
tences, she appeared anxious to impress Emily with 
a belief that she was well informed of some degrad- 
ing circumstances of her conduct. Conscious inno- 
cence could not prevent a blush from stealing over 
Emily's cheek : she trembled, and looked confused- 
ly, under the bold eye of Madame Cheron, who 
blushed also ; but hers was the blush of triumph, 
such as sometimes stains the countenance of a per- 
son congratulating himself on the penetration which 
had taught him to suspect another, and who loses 
both pity for the supposed criminal, and indignation 
at his guilt, in the gratification of his own vanity. 

Emily, not doubting that her aunt's mistake arose 
from the having observed her ramble in the garden 
on the night preceding her departure from La Val- 
ine, now mentioned the motive of it; at which 
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Madame Cherou smiled coQtemptuously, refusing 
either to accept this explanation, or to give her rea- 
sons for refusing it ; and soon after she concluded^ 
the subject by saying — I never trust people's asser- 
tions: I always judge of them by their actions. But 
I am willing to try what will be your behaviour in 
future. 

Emily, less surprised by her aunt's moderatipn 
and mysterious silence, than by the accusation she 
had received, deeply considered the latter, and scarce- 
ly doubted that it was Valancourt whom she had seen 
at night in the gardens of La Vallee, and that he 
had been observed there by Madame Cheron ; who 
now, passing from one painful topic only to revive 
another almost equally so, spoke of the situation 
of her niece's property in the hands of M. Motte- 
ville. While she thus talked with ostentatious pity 
of Emily's misfortunes, she failed not to inculcate 
the duties of humility and gratitude, or to render 
Emily fully sensible of every cruel mortification ; 
who soon perceived that she was to be considered 
as a dependant, not only by her aunt, but by her 
aunt's servants. 

She was now informed that a large party were ex^- 
pected to dinner ; on which account Madame Che- 
ron repeated the lesson of the preceding night, con- 
cerning her conduct in company; and Emily wished 
that she might have courage enough to practise it. 
Her aunt then proceeded to examine the simplicity 
of her dress, adding, that she expected to see her 
attired with gaiety and taste. After which she con- 
descended to show Emily the splendour of her cha- 
teau, and to point out the particular beauty, or ele- 
gance, which she thought distinguished each of her 
numerous suites of apartments. She then withdrew 
to her toilet, the throne of her homage, and Emily 
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to her chamber, to unpack her books, and to tiy 
to charm her mind by reading, ti]L the hour of 
dfessing. 

When the company arrived, Emily entered the 
saloon with an air of timidity which all her efforts 
could not overcome, and which was increased by the 
consciousness of Madame Cheron's severe observa*' 
tion* Her mourning dress, the mild dejection of 
her beautiful countenance, and the retiring diffi- 
dence of her manner, rendered her a very interest- 
ing object to many of the company ; among whom 
she distinguished Signor Montoni and his friend Ca- 
vigni, the late visitors at M. QuesneKs ; who now 
seemed to converse with Madame Cheron with the 
familiarity of old acquaintance, and she to attend to 
them with particular pleasure. 

This Signor Montoni had an air of conscious su- 
periority, animated by spirit and strengthened by 
talents, to which every person seemed involuntarily 
to yield. The quickness of his perceptions was 
fitrikingly expressed on his countenance ; yet that 
countenance could submit implicitly to occasion ; 
and more than once in this day the triumph of art 
over nature might have been discerned in it. His 
visage was long, and rather narrow; yet he was 
called handsome : and it was, perhaps, the spirit 
and vigour of his soul, sparkling through his fea-. 
tures, that triumphed for him. Emily felt admira- 
tion, but not the admiration that leads to esteem ; 
for it was mixed with a degree of fear she knew not 
exactly wherefore. 

Cavigni was gay and insinuating as formerly; 
and though he paid almost incessant attention to 
Madame Cheron, he found some opportunities of 
conversing with Emily, to whom he directed at 
first the sallies of his wit, but now and then as- 
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samed an air of tenderness^ which she observed 
and shrunk from. Though she replied but litt^y 
the gentleness and sweetness of her mannera en- 
couraged him to talk ; and she felt relieved when a 
young lady of the party, who spoke incessantly, ob- 
truded herself on his notice. This lady, who pos- 
sessed all the sprightliness of a French woman with 
all her coquetry, affected to understand every sub** 
ject->-or, rather, there was no affectation in the 
case ; for, never looking beyond the limits of her 
own ignorance, she believed^ she had nothing to 
learn. She attracted notice from all — amused somoyi 
disgusted others, for a moment, and was then for« 
gotten. 

This day passed without any material occurrence; 
and Emily, though amused by the characters she 
had seen, was glad when she could retire to the re- 
collections which had acquired with her the charac- 
ter of duties. 

A fortnight passed in a round of dissipation and 
company ; and Emily, who attended Madamie Che* 
ron in all her visits, was sometimes entertained^ 
but oftener wearied. She was struck by the appa« 
rent talents and knowledge displayed in the various 
conversations she listened to ; and it was long be- 
fore she discovered that the talents were, for the 
most part, those of imposture, and the knowledge 
nothing more than was necessary to assist them. 
But what deceived her most, was the air of constant 
gaiety and good spirits displayed by every visitor^ 
and which she supposed to arise from content as 
constant, and from benevolence as ready. At length, 
from the over-acting of some less accomplished man 
the others, she could perceive that, though con- 
tentment and benevolence are the only sure sources 
of cheerfulness, the immoderate and feverish ani- 
mation^ usuaJly exhibited jn large parties, results 
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partly from an insensibility to the cares which Jbe- 
nevolence must sometimes derive from the su£fei> 
ings of others, and partly from a desire to display 
the appearance of that prosperity which they know 
will command submission and attention to them- 
selves. 

Emily's pleasantest hours were passed in the pa- 
vilion of the terrace ; to which she retired, wh^n 
she could steal from observation, with a book' ta 
overcome, or a lute to indulge, her melancholy. 
There, as she sat with her eyes fixed on the for di- 
stant Pyrenees, and her thoughts on Valancourt and 
the beloved scenes of Gascony, she would play the 
sweet and melancholy songs of her native province 

the popular songs she had listened to from her 

childhodd. 

One evening, having excused herself from ac- 
companying her aunt abroad, she thus withdrew to 
the pavilion, with books and her lute. It was th^ 
mild and beautiful evening of a sultry day ; and the 
windows, which fronted the west, ^opened upon all 
the glory of a setting sun. Its rays illuminated, 
with strong splendour, the cliffs of the Pyrenees, 
and touched their snowy tops with a roseate hue, 
that remained long after the sun had sunk below 
the horizon, and the shades of twilight had stolen 
oyer the landscape. Emily touched the lute with 
that fine melancholy expression which came from her 
heart. The pensive hour, and the iScene; the even- 
ing light on the Garonne, that flowed at no great 
distance, and whose waves, as they passed towards 
La Valine, she oflen viewed with a sigh — these 
united circumstances disposed her mind to tender- 
ness ; and her thoughts were with Valancourt, of 
whom she had heard nothing since her arrival at 
Thoulouse ; and now tliat she was removed from 
him, and in uncertainty, she perceived all the io^ 
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ter^t he held in. her heart. Before she saw Volant 
court, she had never met a mind and taste so ac- 
cordant with her own ; and though Madame Che« 
ron told her much of the arts of dissimulation, and 
that the elegance and propriety of thought, which 
she so much admired in her lover, were assumed for 
th6 purpose of pleasing her, she could scarcely 
doubt their truth. Tiiis possibility, however, faint 
as it was, was sufficient to harass her mind with 
anxiety; and she found, that few conditions are 
more painful than that of uncertainty as to the me- 
rit of a beloved object — an uncertainty which she 
would not have suffered, had her confidence in her 
own opinions been greater. 

She was awakened from her musing by the sound 
of horses' feet along a road that wound under the 
windows of the pavilion ; and a gentleman passed 
4on horseback, whose resemblance to Valancourt, in 
air and figure (for the twilight did not permit a 
view of his features), immediately struck her. She 
retired hastily from the lattice, fearing to be seen, 
yet wishing to observe further ; while the stranger 
passed on without looking up ; and when she re- 
turned to the lattice, she saw him faintly through 
the twilight, winding under the high trees that led 
to Thoulouse. This little incident so much disturb- 
ed her spirits, that the temple and its scenery were 
no longer interesting to her, and afler walking a. 
while on the terrace she returned to the chateau. 

Madame Cheron, whether she had seen a rival 
admired, had lost at play, or had witnessed an en- 
tertainment more splendid than her own, was re- 
turned from her visit with a temper more than 
usually discomposed ; and Emily was glad when the 
hour arrived in which she could retire tp the soli«»> 
tude of her own apartment. 

On the following morning she was summoned to 
Vol. XL v. r , 
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.Madtfme Cheron, whose countenance was inflattiedt 

with resentment ; a^iLafr Emily advanced, she held 

. out a letter to hj6HC 

Do you know this hand ? said she in a severe 
tone, and with a look that was intended to search 

. her heart ; while Emily examined the letter atten- 
tively, and assured her that she did not. 

Do not provoke me> said her aunt : you do know 

:it: confess the truth immediately. I insist upon 

. your confessing the truth instantly. 

Emily was silent, and turned to leave the room ; 

( but Madame called her back. Oh ! you are guilty^ 
then ! said she : you do know the hand ! — If you 
were before in doubt of this, Madam, replied Emi- 
ly calmly, why did you accuse me of havmg told 
a falsehood? Madame Cheron did not blush ; but 

. her niece did, a moment aiter, when she heard the 
name of Valancourt. It was not, however, with the 
consciousness of deserving reproof; for, if she had 

• ever, seen his hand-writing, the present characters 
did not bring it to her recollection. 

It is useless to deny it, said Madame Cheron ; I 
see in your cojuntenance that you are no stranger to 
this letter ; and I dare say you have received many 

. such from this impertinent young man, without my 

. knowledge, in my own house. 

Emily, shocked at the indelicacy of this accusa- 
tion still more than by the vulgarity of the former, 
instantly forgot the pride that had imposed silence, 
and. endeavoured to vindicate herself frond the 
aspersion ; but Madame Cheron was not to be con- 
vinced. 

I cannot suppose, .she resumed, that this young 

.. man would have taken the liberty of writing to me, 

. if you bad not encouraged him to do so ; and I 
nfUst now — You will allow me to remind you. Ma- 

, dftiDy s(ud Emily timidly, of some particulars of a 
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conven^iTtion we had* at La Va]16e« I then told yoii 
truly., that I had only not forbidden Monsieur Va"* 
lancourt from addressing my family. 

I will not be interrupted, s^id Madame Cheron,' 
interrupting her niece : I was going to say — I — I 
— I have forgot what I was going to say^ — But how 
happened it that you did not forbid hin) <^ Emily 
was silent. How happened it that you encouraged 
him to trouble me with this letter ? — A young man 
that nobody knows— an utter stranger in the place 
— a young adventurer, no doubt, who is iQolcing out 
for a good fortune. However, on thajt point he 
has mistaken his aim. • 

His family was known to my father, said Emily 
modestly, and without appearing to be sensible of 
the last sentence. 

! that is no recommendation at all, replied her 
aunt, with her usual readiness upon this topic ; he 
took such strange fancies to people. He was always 
judging persons by theif countenances, and was con^ 
tinually deceived. — Yet it was but now> Madam, 
that you judged me guilty by my countenance, sale} 
Emily, with a design of reproving Madame Cheron^ 
tQ which she was induced by this disrespectful men* 
tion of her father. 

1 called you here, resumed her tfunt colouring, 
to tell you that I will not be disturbed, in my own 
bouse, by any letters or visits from young men who 
may take a fancy to flatter you. This M. de Valan- 
tine— I think you call him — has the impertinence 
to beg I will permit him to pay his respects to me ! 
J shaU send him a proper answer. And for you» 
Emily, I repeat it once for all — if you are not con* 
tented to conform to my directions, and to my way 
dT life, I shall give up the task of overlooking your 
conduct — I shall no longer trouble myself with your 
ediip4tioQ, but shall send- you to board 'm a coAventi 
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Dear Madam, said Emily, bursting into tears and 
overcome by the rude suspicions her aunt had ex^ 
pressed, how have I deserved these reproofs ? She 
could sav no more ; and so very fearful was she of 
acting with any degree of impropriety in the affair 
itself, that, at the present moment, Madame Che* 
ron might perhaps have prevailed with her to bind 
herself by a promise lo renounce Valancourt for 
ever. Her mind, weakened by her terrors, would 
no longer suffer her to view him as she had formerly 
done : she feared the error of her own judgement) 
not that of Madame Cheron ; and feared also that^ 
in her former conversation with him at La Valine) 
she had not conducted herself with sufficient reserve. 
She knew that she did not deserve the coarse sust 
picions which her aunt had thrown out ; but a 
thousand scruples rose to torment her, such as 
would never have disturbed the peace of Ajadame 
Cheron. Thus rendered anxious to aypid every op- 
portunity of erring, and willing to submit to any 
restrictions that her aunt should think proper, she 
expressed an obedience ; to which Madame Cheron 
did not give much confidence, and. which she seem- 
ed to consider as the copsequence of either fear pr 
artifice. 

. Well then, said she, promise me that you will 
neither see this young man> i^o^ write to him> wit|^« 
out my consent. — Dear Madam, replied £mily, cari 
you suppose I would do either, unknown to you?-^ 
i don't know what to suppose. There is no know- 
ing how young women will act. It is difficult to 
place any confidence in them, for they have seldom 
sense enough t» wish for the respect of the world. 

Alas ! Madam, said Emily, I am anxious for luy 
K^n respect; my father taught me the value of that : 
be said, if I deserved foy own esteem, that of tlt^ 
world would follow of course^ 
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My brother was a. good kind of a man, replied 
M^dftoie Cheron^ but lie did not know the world* 
} am sure I have always felt a proper respect for 
myself; yet .» . She stopped; out she might 

have added, that the world had not always shown 
respect to her; ^d this, without impeaching it» 
judgement* 

Well { resun^ed Madame Cheron, you have not 
given roe the promise, though, that I demand* 
Emily readily gave it; and being then suffered to 
withdraw, she walked into the garden; tried to 
compose her spirits ; and at length arrived at her 
favourite pavilion at the end of the terrace, where, 
seating herself at one of the embowered windows 
that opened upon a balcony, the stillness and seclu* 
sion of the scene allowed her to recollect her 
thoughts, and to arrange • them so as to form a 
clearer judgement of her former conduct, She en« 
deavoured to review with exactness all the particu- 
lars of her conversation with Valancourt at jLa Val- 
ine ; had the satisfaction to observe nothing that 
could alarm her delicate pride, and thus to be con« 
firmed in the self-esteem which was so necessary to 
her peace. Her mind then became tranquil ; and 
she saw Valancourt amiable and intelligent as he 
had formerly appeared, and Madame Cheron neither 
the one nor the other. The remembrance of her 
lover, however, brought with it many very painful 
emotions, for it by no means reconciled her to the 
thoiight of resigning him ; and Madame Cheron 
having already sKown how highly she disapproved 
of the attachment, she foresaw much sufieriog from 
the opposition of interests : yet ^ith all this was 
mingled a degree of delight, which, in spite of rea- 
son, partook of hope. She determined, however, 
that no consideration should induce her to permit a 
Uaodestinci correspondence, and to observe in hw 

r3 
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conversation with Valancourl, should th^y ever 
nieet again, the same nicety of reserve which had 
hitherto marked her conduct. As she repeated the 
words — should we ever meet again ! — she shrunk, 
as if this was a circumstance which had never before 
occurred to her, and tears came to hex eyes ; which 
aihe hastily dried, for she heard footsteps approach* 
ing, and then the door of the pavilion open, at)d» 
on turning, she saw — Valancourt. An enaotion of 
mingled pleasure, surprise, and apprehension, press- 
ed so suddenly upon her heart as almost to over- 
come her spirits : the colour left her cheeks ; then 
returned brighter than before ; and she wajn for a 
moment unable to speak, or to rise from her ohair^ 
His countenance was the mirror in which she saw 
her own emotions reflected, and it roused her ta 
self-command. The joy which had apimated his 
features when he entered the pavilion, was suddenly 
repressed, as, approaching, he perceived her agita-i 
tion, and in a tremulous voice inquired after bet 
healths Recovered from her first surprise, she an- 
swered him with a tempered smile ; but a variety 
of opposite emotions still assailed her heart, and 
struggled to subdue the mild dignity of her man- 
ner. It was difficult to tell which predominated-— 
the joy of seeing Valancourt, or the terror of her 
aunt's displeasure when she should hear of this 
meeting. Afler some short and embarrassed cont 
versation, she led him into the gardens, and inquired 
if he had seen Madame Cheron. No, said h^ I 
have not yet seen her, for they told me she was en- 
gaged ; and as soon as I learned that you were in 
the gardens, I came hither. He paused a moment 
in great agitation, and then added*>Mav I venture 
to tell you the purport of my visit, witI)out incur* 
ring your displeasure, and to hope Chat you will nor 
accuse ipc of precipitation in now availing myself of 
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the pelfttiissioD you once gave me of addreasudg jouv 
family ? Emily, who knew not what to reply, was 
spared from further perplexity, and was sensible 
only of fear, when, on raising her eyes, she saw Ma^ 
dame Cheron turn into the avenue. As the con- 
sciousness of innocence returned, this fear was so 
far dissipated as to permit her to appear tranquil ; 
and instead of avoiding her aunt, she advanced witl^ 
ValancQurt to meet her. The look of haughty and 
impatient displeasure with which Madame Cheron 
regarded them, made Emily shrink ; who under- 
stQQd> from a single glance, that this meeting was 
believed to have been ipQre than accidental. Havw 
ing mentioned Yal&ncQurt*s name, she became again 
too much agitated to remain with them, and return- 
ed into the chateau ; where she awaited long, in i^ 
9tate qf tremUing anxiety, ^he conclusion of. the 
conference. She Knew not how to account for Va- 
lancourt'9 visit to her aunt before he had received 
the permission he solicited, since she was ignorant 
of a circumstance which would have rendered the 
request useless, even if Madame Cheron had been 
inclined to grant it. Valan^qurt, in the agitation 
of his spirits, had forgotten to d^te his letter ; so 
that it was impossible for Madame Cheron to return 
an answer ! and when he recollected this circum- 
stanoBy he was perhaps not so sorry for the omis- 
sion, as glad of the excuse it allowed hm fpr Rait- 
ing on her before she could send a refusal. 

Madame Cheron had a long conversation with 
Valancourt ; and when she returned to the chateau, 
her countenance expressed ill-humour, but not tbf 
degree of severity which Emily had apprehended. I 
have dismissed this voung man at last, said she; and 
I hope my house will never again be disturbed with 
similar visits* He assures me, that your interview 
was not preconcerted. — ^Dear Madam 1 said Emily 
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in extreme emotion, you surely did not ask him thd 
question ? — Most certainly I did : yeu could no^ 
suppose I should be so imprudent as to neglect itr 
— ;-Good God 1 exclaimed Emily, what an opinioii 
n|U8t he form of me, since you, Madam, could ei^'« 
press a suspicion of such ill conduct! — It is of very 
{{ttle consequence what opinion he may form of you, 
replied her aunt, fpr I have put an end to the anair; 
but I believe he will not form a worse opinion o^ 
me for my prudent conduct. I let him see that- t 
ipas i^ot to be tri()ed with, and that I had more de^r 
)icacy than to permit any clandestine corresponds 
ence to be carried on in my house. 

JQmily had frequently heard IVfadame Cheron use 
the wqrd delicacy ; hut she was now more than usu-^ 
ally perplexed to understand how she meant to ap<« 
ply it in this instance, in which her %hole conducr 
appeared to merit the very reverse of the term. 

It was very inconsiderate of my brother, resume4 
Madame Cheron, to leave the trouble of overlooks 
}ng your condupt to me. I wish you were well set** 
tied in life. But if J find that I am to be further 
troubled with such visitors as this M. Valancourt, I 
fhall place you in a convent at once : so remembep 
the alterqativcr This young man has the imperii* 
pence to own to me — he o^ps it! — that his fortune 
is very small, and that he is chiefly dependent on an 
elder brother and on the profession he has chosen 1 
He should have concealed these circumstances, at 
le^t, if he expected to succeed with me. Had he 
fhe presumption to suppose { would marry my niece 
io a person such as he describes himself? 

Eimily dried her tears when she heard of the can* 
4id confession of Yalanoourt; and though the cir- 
pumstapces it discqveredwere afflicting to her hopes^ 
his artless conduct gave her a degree of pleasure 
tha^Qver^l^m^ ^very oth^r ecnotiQd, But sh« irat 
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compelled, even thus earl j in life, to observe, that 
good sense and noble integrity are not always suifi* 
cient to cope with folly and narrow cunning; and 
her heart was pure enough to allow her, even at 
this trying moment, to lool^ i^ith ipore pride on the 
defeat of the former, than with mortification on th^ 
conquests of the latter. 

Madame Cheron pursued her triumph — He ha^ 
also thought proper to tell me, that he wi]l receive 
his dismission from no person but yourself. Thia 
favour, however, I have absolutely refused him : he 
shall learn, that it is quite sufficient that 1 disap* 
prove bira. And 1 take this opportunity of repeat* * 
ingy — that, if you concert any means of interview 
unloiown to me, you shall leave my house immedi? 
ately. 

How little do you know me, Madam, that yoi| 
should think such an injunction necessary! said 
Emily, trying to suppress her emotion ; how little of 
the dear parents who educated me ! 

Madame Cheron now went to dress for an en<T 
gagement which she had made fQr the evening; 
and Emily, who would gladly have been excuse^ 
from attending her aunt, did not ask to remain at 
home, lest her request should be attributed to an 
improper motive. When she retired to her own 
room, the little fortitude which had supported her 
in the presence of her relation, forsook her: she 
remembered only that Valancourt, whose characteir* 
appeared more amiable from every circumstance 
that unfolded it, was banished from her presence— 
perhaps for ever! — and she passed the time in 
weeping, which, according to her aunt's direction, 
she ought to have employed in dressing. This im- 
portant duty was, however, quickly dispatched; 
^lough^ wiicn «he joine4 M^da(Qe C^^ro^ at table^ 
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her eyes betrayed that she had been in teant, and 
drew upon her a severe reproof 

Her effortsto appear cheerful did not entirely fail, 
when she joined the company at the house of Ma« 
dame Clairval, an elderly widow lady, who had 
lately come to reside at 1 houlouse on an estate of 
her late husband. She had lived many years at 
Paris in a splendid style ; had naturally a gay tem- 
per; and, since her residence at Thoulouse, had 
given some of the mo^t magnificent entertainments 
that had been seen in that neighbourhood. 

These excited not only the envy, but the trifling 
ambition, of Madame Cheron ; who, since she could 
pot rival the splendour of her festivities, was desir<^ 
cos of being ranked in the number of her most in- 
jtimate friends. For this purpose she paid her the 
most obsequious attention, and made a point of 
)[>eing disengaged whenever she received an invita^ 
tion from Madame Clairval; of whom she talked 
wherever she went, and derived much self-conse- 
quence from impressing a belief, on her general 
acquaintance, that they were on the most tamilior 
footing. 

The entertainments of this evening consisted of a 
ball and supper ; it was a fancy ball : and the com* 
pany danced in groups in the gardens, which were 
▼ery extensive. The high and luxuriant trees under 
which the groups assembled, were illuminated with 
a profusion of lamps, disposed with taste and fancy* 
The gay and various dresses of the company (some 
of whom were seated on the turf, conversing at their 
^ase, observing the cotUlonSy taking refreshments, 
and sometimes touching sportively a guitar); the 
gallant manners of the gentlemen ; the exquisitely 
ctipricious air of the ladies ; the light fantastic steps 
of their dances ; the musicians^ with %\^e lute, ^ 
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haatboy, and the tabor, seated at the foot oFan elm ; 
and the sylvan scenery of woods around ; were cir- 
cumstances that unitedly formed a characteristic and 
striking picture of Frencti festivity. Emily surveyed 
the gaiety of the scene with a melancholy kina of 
pleasure; and her emotion may be imagined, when, 
as she stood with her aunt looking at one of the 
groups, she perceived Valancourt— saw him dancing 
with a young and beautiful lady — saw him convers- 
ing with her with a mixture of attention and fami- 
liarity such as she had seldom observed in his man- 
ner. She turned hastily from the scene^ and at- 
tempted to draw away Madame Cheron, who was 
conversing with Signer Cavi^ni, and neither per- 
ceived V^ancourt nor was willing to be interrupt- 
•ed. A faintness suddenly came over Emily, and, 
unable to support herself, she sat down on a turf 
bank beneath the trees, where several other persons 
were seated. One of these, observing the extreme 
paleness of her countenance, inquired if she was ill, 
and b^ged she would allow him to fetch her a glass 
of water; for which politeness she thanked him, but 
did not accept it. Her apprehension lest Valanoourt 
should observe her emotion, made her anxious to 
overcome it ; and she succeeded so far as to recpm- 
pose her countenance. Madame Cheron was still 
conversing with Cavigni ; and the Count Bauvillers, 
who had addressed Emily, made some observations 
upon the scene, to which she answered almost un- 
consciously ; for her mind was still occupied with 
• the idea of Valancourt, to whom it was with ex- 
treme uneasiness that she remained so near. Some 
remarks, however, which the count made upon the 
dance, obliged her to turn her eyes towards it, and 
. at that moment Valancourt's met hers. Her colour 
faded again : she fek that she was relapsing into 
faintness, and ins^ntly averted her looks, but not 
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Before she had observed the altered countenance of 
Valancourt on perceiving her. She. would. have left 
the spot immediately, had she not been conscious 
that this conduct would have shown him more ob- 
viously the interest he held in her heart ; and hav- 
ing tried to attend to the count's conversation, and 
to join in it, she at length recovered her spirits. 
But when he made some observations on Valan- 
court's partner, the fear of showing that she was 
interested in the remark would have betrayed it to 
him, had not the count, whil^ he spoke, looked 
towards the person of whom he was speaking. The 
lady, said he, dancing with that young chevalier^ 
who appears to be accomplished in every thing but 
in dancing, is ranked among the beSiuties of Thou- 
louse. She is handsome, and her fortune will be 
Tery large. I hope she will make a better choice la 
a partner for life than she has done in a partner for 
the dance ; for I observe he has just put the set 
into great confusion—he does nothing but commit 
blunders. I am surprised that, with his air and 
figure, he has not taken more care to accomplish 
hinffeelf in dancing. 

Emily, whose heart trembled at every word that 
was now uttered, endeavoured to turn the conversa- 
tion from Valanceurt, by inquiring the name of 
the lady with whom be danced; but before the 
count could reply, the dance concluded; and Emily, 
perceiving that Valancourt was coming towards her,/ 
rose, and joined Madame Cheron. 

Here is the Clievalier Valancourt, Madam, said she 
in a whisper: pray let us go. Her aunt immediately 
,ti30ved on, but not before Valancourt had reached 
them; ^ho bowed lowly to Madame Cheron, and 
with an earnest and dejected look to Emily ; with 
whom, notwithstanding all her effort, an air of tnor^ 
than common reserve prevailed. The presence of 
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MadmneCheron prevented Talancourt from remain* 
ingy and he passed on with a countenance whoge 
m^ancholy reproached her for having increased it* 
Emily was called from the Qiusing fit into which she 
had fallen, hy the Count Bauvillers, who was known 
to her aunt. 

I have your pardon to beg, Ma'amselle, said he, 
for a rudeness which you will readily believe was 
quite unintentional. I did not know that the che- 
ndier was your acquaintance when I so freely criti- 
cized his dancing. Emily blushed, and smiled; and 
Madame Cheron spared her the difficulty of reply- 
ing. If YOU mean the person who has just passed 
us, said she, I can assure you he is no acquaintance 
of either mine or Ma'amselle St. Aubert's : I know 
nothing of him. 

O ! that is the Chevalier Valancourt, said Cavigni 
carelessly, and looking back. You know him, 
then ? said Madame Cheron. I am not acquainted 
with him, replied Cavigni. You don*t know, then, 
the reason I have to call him impertinent : — he has 
had the presumption to admire my niece ! 

If eveiy man deserves the title of impertinent 
who admires Ma'amselle St. Aubert, replied Cavigni, 
I fear there are a great many impertinents, and 
I am willing to acknowledge myself one of the 
number. 

O Signer! said Madame Cheron with an affected 
smile, J perceive you have learned the art of cora«» 
plimenting since you came to France. !^ut it is cruel 
to compliment children, since tliey mistake flattery 
for trutn. • 

Cavigni turned away his face for a moment, 4fnd 
then said, with a studied air, Whom, then, are we 
to compliment. Madam ?-.-for it would be absurd to 
compliment a woman of refined understanding : she 
ia above all praise. jH^ he finished this sentence, he 

you XI* V* f 
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gave Emily a sly look, and the smile that had lut|!^ 
in his eye stole forth. She perfectly understood it^ 
and blushed for Madame Cheron; who replied, Yoia 
are perfectly right, Signor : no woman of understand* 
ing can endure compliment. 

I have heard Signor Montoni say, rejoined Ca* 
vigni, that he never knew but one woman who de- 
served it. 

Well ! exclaimed Madame Cheron with a short 
laugh, and a smile of unutterable complacency; and 
who could she be ? 

O ! replied Cavigni, it is impossible to mistake 
her ; for certainly there is not more than one wo- 
man.in the world who has both the merit to deserve 
-compliment and the wit to refuse it : most women 
reverse the case entirely. He looked again at Emily, 
who blushed deeper than before for her aiint, and 
turned from him with displeasure. 

Well, Signor! said Madame Cheron; I protest you 
are a Frenchman: I never heard a foreigner say any 
thing half so gallant as that ! . 

True, Madam, said the count, who had been some 
l^ime silent, and with a low bow; but the gallantry 
of the compliment had been utterly lost, but for th^ 
ingenuity that discovered the application. ^ 

Madame Cheron did not perceive the meamog of 
this too satirical sentence, and she therefore escaped 
the pain which Emily felt on her account. O ! here 
conges Signor Montoni himself, said her aunt; I 
protect I will tell him all the fine things you have 
been saying to me. The signor, however, passed at 
this moment into another walk. Pray, who is it that 
has so much engagedyour friendthis eveniue? asked 
Madame Cheron, with an air of chagrin : I navo not 
seen him once. 

He had a very particular engagement with the 
,^ Marquis la Riviere, replied Cavigni, which has de- 
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have done hinuself the honour of paying his respecta 
to you, Madam, sooner, as he commissioned me to 
say; But, I know not how it is — your conversation 
is so fascinating, that it can charm even memory, I 
ibinki or I should certainly have delivered my 
friend's apology before. 

Tl)e apology, Sir, would have been more satisfac^ 
tory from himself, said Madame Cheron ; whose va* 
nity was more mortified by Montoni's neglect thaa 
Ottered by Caviffni's compliment. Her manber at 
this moment, and Cavigni s late conversation, now< 
awakened a suspicion in Emily's mind, which, not- 
withstanding that some recollections served to con- 
firm it, appeared preposterous. She thought she 
perceived' that Montoni was paying serious addresses 
to her aunt, and that she |iot only accepted them, 
but was jealously watchful of any appearance of 
neglect on his part.*— That Madam^ Cheron, at her 
years, should elect a second husband, was ridiculou8| 
though her vanity made it not impossible ; |)^^ t^ai 
M<mtoni, with his disc^nment, his figure, and pre? 
tensions, should make choice of Madame Cheron, 
appeared most wonderful. Her thoughts, however, 
idid not dwell long on the subject— ruearer interest 
pressed upon them: Valancpurt rejected of her^tunt, 
and Valancourt dancing with a gay and beautiful 
partner, alternately tprmented her mind. As 6}i9 
passed along the gardens, she looked timidly for- 
ward, half fearing and half hoping that he roighl 
appear in the crowd; and the disappointment she 
felt on not seeing him, told her that she had hoped 
more than ^e had feared. 

Montoni soon after joined the party. He mut- 
tered over some short speech about regret for hav- 
ing been so long detained elsewhere, when he knew 
he should have the pleasure of seeine Mad<ime C^9^ 
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von here; and sUe* receiving the apology with the 
air of a pettish girl, addressed herself entirely to 
Cavigni, who looked archly at Montoni, as if he 
would have said, I will not triumph over you too 
much — I will have the goodness to bear my honours 
meekly; but look sharp. Signer, or I shall certainly 
run away with your prize. . 
■ The supper was served in different pavilions in 
the gardens, as well as in one large saloon of the 
cliateau, and with more of taste than either of 
splendour or even of plenty* Madame Cheron and 
her party supped with Madame Clairval in the sa- 
loon ; and Emily with difficulty disguised her emo- 
tion, when she saw Valancourt placed at the same 
table with herself. There Madame Cheron, having' 
surveyed him with high displeasure, said to some 
person who sat next to her. Pray, who is that young 
man ? — ^It is the Chevalier Valancourt, was the an- 
swer. — Yes; lam not ignorant of his name; but 
who is this Chevalier Valancourt, that thus intrudes 
himself at this table ? The attention of the. person 
to whom she spoke was called off before she receiv^ 
a second reply. The table at which they sat was 
very long ; and Valancourt being seated* with his 
partner, near the bottom, and Emily near the top, 
the distance between them may account for his not 
immediately perceiving her. She avoided looking to 
that end of the table ; but whenever her eyes hap- 
'pened to glance towards it, she observed him cou« 
versing with his beautiful companion ; and the ob* 
seriration did not contribute to restorje her peace^ 
any more than the accounts she heard of the fortune 
and accomplishments of this same lady. 

Madame Cheron, to whom these remarks were 
sometimes addressed, because th^y supported tc^cs- 
for trivial conversation, seemed indefatigable in her 
Attempts to depreciate Valancourt; towards whoisi 
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^e felt all the petty reientment of a narrow pride. 
I admire the My, said she, but I must condemn her 
choice of a partner,-*Oh, ^he chevalier Valancourl 
is one of the roost accomplished young men we 
have, replied the lady to whom this remark was ad- 
dressed. It is whispered that Mademoiselle d'Em^r 
ry and h^r very large fortune are to be hist 

Impossible ! exclaimed Madame Cheroii, redden'^ 
ing with yexatio^ ; it is impossible that she can be 
no destitute of taste : he has so little the air of a 
person of condition, that, if I did not see him af 
the table of Madame Clairval, I should never 
have suspected him to be one* I have, besides^ 
particular reasons for believing the report to be 
erroneous. ' 

1 cannof doubt the truth of it, replied the lady 
pravely, disgusted by the abrupt contradiption she 
had received poncerning t^er opinion of Valancourt'i 
^erit. You will not, perhaps, doubt it, said Madame 
Cheron, when I assure you that it was only this 
rnqming that I rejected his suit. 

This wais said without any intention of imposing 
fhe meaning it conveyed, but simply from a habit of 
considering herself to be the most important person 

In every alrair that concerned her niece, apd because,^ 
Uerally, she had reiected Va]ancourt.-^Your reasona 
are indeed such as cannot be doubted, replied the 
jady with ai^ ironical smile — Any m(Mre than the dis« 
cemment of the Chevalier Valancourt, added Ca- 
yigni ; who stood by the chair of Madame Cheron^ 
and had heard her arrogate to herself, as he thought^ 
a distinction which had been paid to her niece.^-Hic( 
discernment ma^ be justly qiiestipned, ^ignor, sai4 
Madame Cheroti ; whe was not flattered by what sh^ 
understood to h^ an encomium on Emily, 

A^l e^^^aim^d Cavigni, ^wrvej^ing ^^^« 

ft 3 
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Cheron with aftected ecstasy, how vain is that as- 
sertion, while that face — ^that shape — that air--* 
qombine to refute it! Unhappy Valancourtl his 
discernment has been his destruction. 

Emily looked surprised and embarrassed; the 
lady who had lately spoken, astonished ; and Ma- 
dame Cheron, v^ho, though she did not perfectly 
understand this speech, was very ready to believe 
herself complimented by it, said, smilingly, O Si- 
gner, you are very gallant :.but those who hear you 
vindicate the chevalier's discernment,* will suppose 
that I am the object of it. 

They cannot doubt k, replied Cavigni, bowing 
low. 

And would not that be very mortifying, Sigaor? 

Unquestionably it would, said Cavigni. 

1 cannot endure the thought, said Madame Che- 
ron. 

It is not to be endured, replied Cavigni. 

What can be done to prevent so humiliating a 
mistake? rejoined. Madame Cheron. 

Alas ! I cannot assist you, replied Cavigni with a 
deliberating air. Your only chance of refuting the 
calumny, and of making people understand what 
you wish them to believe, is to persist in your first 
assertion ; for, when they are told of the chevalier'a 
want of discernment, it is possible they may suppose 
he never presumed to distress you with his admira« 
tion. — But then again — that diffidence, which ren- 
(lersyou so insensible to your own perfections — they 
will consider this ; and Valancourt's taste will not 
be doubted, though you arraign it. In short, they 
willy in spite of your endeavours, continue to be- 
lieve, what might very naturally have occurred to 
them without any hint of mine— that the chewilier 
bus taste eoQugh to admire a beautiful woman. 
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.' All this is very distressing! said Madame Cheroo 
-with a profound sigh. 

. May I be allowed to ask what is so distressing ? 
said Madame Clairval, who was struck with the rue- 
ful countenance and doleful accent with which this 
was delivered. 

It is a delicate subject, replied Madame Cheron ; 
a very mortifying one to me. — ^I am concerned to 
hear it, said Madame Ciairval. 1 hope nothing has 
occurred, this evening, particularly to distress you? 
—Alas, yes ! within this halt-hour ; and i know not 
where the report may end. My pride was never so 
shocked before. But I assure you the report is 
totally void of foundation. — Good God! exclaimed 
Madame Ciairval, what can be done? Can you 
point out any way by which I can assist or console 
you? 

The only way by which you can do either, replied 
Madame Cheron, is to contradict the report where- 
ever you go. 

Well ! but pray inform me what I am to contra- 
diet. 

It is so very humiliating, tiiat I know not how td 
mention it, continued Madame Cheron : but you 
shall judge. Do you observe that young man seated 
near the bottom of the table, who is conversing 
with . Mademoiselle d*£mery ? — Yes ; I perceive 
whom you nvean. You observe how little he has 
the air of a person of condition ? 1 was saying, just 
tiow, that I should not have thought him a gentle- 
man, if I had not seen him at this table. — Well ! 
but the report, said Madame Ciairval : let me un* 
jderstand the subject of your distress. — Ah! the sub* 
ject of my distress 1 replied Madame Cheron : — ^this 
person, whom nobody knows — (I beg pardon, Ma* , 
xiam, I. did not consider what I said) — this imperti- 
itent young man, having had the presumption to 
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address my niece, hs^, J fear, given rise to a refiort 
^hat he had declared himself my admirer. Noir 
only consider how very mortifying suci) a report 
liiust be ! You, I know, will feei for my situation* 
j^ woman of my coifdittoh 1 Think how degrading 
^yen the rumour of such an alliance must be! 

Degrading indeed ! my poor friend, said Madame 
iClairy^l. You may rely upon it, 1 will contradict 
the report wherever I go. As shje said thfts, shei 
tarne4 her attention upon another ps^rt of the com* 
pany; an4 Cavigni, who had hitherto appeared ft 
'grave spectator of the scene, now fearing he should 
be unable to smother the laugh that convulsed hiony 
walked abruptly away. 

I perceive you do not know, said the lady whoi 
9at near IV^adame Cheron, that the gentleman you 
have been speaking of is Madame Clairval's ne- 
phew! impossible! exclaimed Madame Cheronj 
who now began tq perceive that she had beei^ 
totally mistaken in het ji^dgement of Valancourt^ 
^nd to praise him aloud, with as much servility 
as she had before censured him with frivolous ma^ 
lignity. 

£mily, who during the greater part of this coi^« 
versation had been so absorbed in thought as to bet 
spared the pain of hearing |t, was nqw Extremely 
surprised by her aqnt's praise of Valancourt, witl^ 
whose relationship to Madame Clairval she was un- 
Msquainted ; but she was not sorry when Madam^ 
Cheron (who, though she now tried to appear un- 
concerned, was rea)ly much embarrassed) prepared 
io withdraw, immediately afler supper. Montonl 
then can^e to hand Madame C heron to her carriage^ 
and Cayigni, with an arch solemnity of countenance! 
followed i^ith Emily ; who, as she wished them 
good-night, and drew up the glass, saw Valanqourt 
il^qog tl^e crowd' ^t the gi^tes. Before the oar- 
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tiage drove off, he disappeared. Madame Cheron 
forbore to mention him to £mi]y ; and as soon 
as they reached the chateau, they separated for the 
night. 

On the following morning, as Emily sat at break- 
fast with her aunt, a letter was brought to her, of 
which she knew the hand*writing upon the cover ; 
and as she received it with a trembling hand, Ma* 
dame Cheron hastily inquired from whom it came. 
Emily, witli her leave, broke the seal, and observ- 
ing the signature of Valancourt, gave it, unread, to 
her aunt, who received it with impatience ; and as 
the looked it over, Emily endeavoured to read on 
lier countenance its contents. Having returned the 
•letter to her niece, whose eyes asked if she might 
examine it. Yes, read it, child, said Madame Che- 
ron in a manner less severe than she had expected; 
and Emily had, perhaps, never before so willingly 
obeyed her aunt. In this letter Valancourt said little 
of the interview of the preceding day, but concluded 
with declaring that he would accept his dismission 
from Emily only, and with entreating that she 
■would allow him to wait upon her on the approach- 
ing evening. When she read this, she was asto- 
nished at the moderation of Madame Cheron, and 
looked at her with timid expectation as she said 
sorrowfully, —What am I to say. Madam ? 

Why — we must see the young man, I believe, re- 
plied her aunt, and hear what he has further to say 
for himself. You may tell him he may come. Emily 
dared scarcely credit what she heard. Yet stay, 
added Madame Cheron ; i will tell him so myself. 
She called for pen <ind ink ; Emily still not daring 
to trust the epiotions she felt, and almost sinking 
beneath them. Her surprise would have been less, 
had she overbeardi on the preceding evening, what 
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Madame Cheron had not forgotten— that' Vaiaii* 
court was the nephew of Madame Clairval. 

What were the particulars of her .aunt's note 
Emily did not learn, but the result was a visit from 
Valancourt in the evening ; whom Madame Cheron 
received alone ; and they had a long conversation 
before Emily was called down. ^When she entered 
the room, her aunt was conversing with compla- 
cency, and she saw the eyes of Valancourt, as he 
impatiently rose, animated with hope. 

We have been talking over this afiair, said Ma- 
dame Cheron. The chevalier has been telling me, 
that the late Monsieur Clairval was the brother of 
the Countess de Duvarney, his mother. I only wish 
he had mentioned his relationship to Madame Clair- 
val before : I certainly should have considered that 
circumstance as a sufficient introduction to my 
house. Valancourt bowed, and was going to ad- 
dress- Emily, but her aunt prevented him. I have, 
therefore, consented that you shall receive his visits; 
and though I will not bind myself by any promise, 
or say that I shall consider him as my nephew, yet 
I shall permit the intercourse, and shall look for- 
ward to any further connexion as an event which 
may possibly take place in a course of years, pro^ 
vided the chevalier rises in his profession, or any 
circumstance occurs which may make it prudent 
for him to take a wife. But M. Valancourt will 
observe, and you too, Emily, that, till that happens, 
I positively forbid any thoughts of marrying. 

Emily's countenance, dunng this coarse speech, 
varied every instant, and towards its conclusion 
her distress had so much increased that she was on 
th6 point of leaving the room. Valancourt mean* 
while, scarcely less embarrassed, did not dare to 
look at l^er for whom she was thu^ distressed ; hut 
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when Madame Cheron was silent, he said — Flatter- 
ing, Madam, as your approbation is to me — hiirhly 
asl am honoured by it — 1 have yet so much to tear, 
that I scarcely dare to hope.— Pray, Sir, explain 
yourself, said Madame Cheron — an unexpected re- 
quisition, which embarrassed Valancourt again, an'd 
almost overcame him with confusion, at circum- 
stances, on which, had he been only a spectator of 
the scene, he would have smiled. 

Till I receive Mademoiselle St. Aubert's permis- 
sion to accept your indulgence, said he, faiteringly 
i»— till she allows me to hope — 

O! is that all? interrupted Madame Cheron. 
Well, I will take upon me to answer for her. But, 
at the same time, Sir, give me leave to observe to 
you, that I am her guardian, and that 1 expect, in 
every instance, that my will is hers. 

A» she said this, she rose, and quitted the room, 
leaving Emily and Valancourt in a state of mutual 
embarrassment ; and when Valancourt*s hopes en- 
abled him to overcome his fears, and to address her 
with the zeal and sincerity so natural to him, it was 
a considerable time before she was sufficiently re- 
covered to hear with distinctness his solicitations 
and inquiries. 

. The conduct of Madame Cheron in this affair had 
been entirely governed by selfish vanity. Valan- 
court, in his first interview, had, with great can- 
dour, laid op^n to her the true state of his present 
circumstances and his future expectancies, and she, 
with more prudence than humanity, had absolutely 
and abruptly refused his suit. She wished her niece 
to marry ambitiously ; not because she desired to 
see her in possession of the happiness which rank 
and wealth are .usually believed to bestow, but be- 
cause she desired to partake the importance which 
Buch an aUianc^ would give. When» therefore, she 
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discovered that Valancourt was the nephew df ft 
person of so much consequence as Madame Clmrval, 
she became anxious for the connexion, since the 
prospect it afforded of future fortune and distinction 
for Emily, promised the exaltation she coveted for 
herself. Her calculations concerning fortune, ia 
this alliance, were guided rather by her wishes than 
by any hint of Valancourt, or strOhg- appearance of 
probability; and when she rested^ her expectation 
on the wealth of Madame Clairva), she seemed 
totally to have forgotten that the latter had a 
aaughter. Valancourt, however, had not forgotten 
this circumstance ; and the consideration of it had 
made him so modest in his expectations from Ma- 
dame Clair val, that he had not even named the r&* 
lationship in his first conversation with Madame 
Cheron. But, whatever might be the future fortune 
of Emily, the present distinction which the con- 
nexion would afford for herself was certain, since 
the splendour of Madame Clairval's establishment 
was such as to excite the general envy and partial 
imitation of the neighbourhood. Thus had she con^ 
sen ted to involve her niece in an engagement to 
which she-saw only a distant and uncertain conclu- 
i»ion, with as little consideration of her happiness as 
when she had so precipitately forbidden it: for 
though she herself possessed the means of rendering 
this union not only cartain, but prudent, yet to do 
so was no part of her present intention. 

From this period Valancourt made frequent visits 
to Madame Cheron, and Emily passed in his society 
the happiest hours she^had known since the deata 
of her father. They were both too much, engaged 
hy the present moments to give serious consider- 
ation to the future. They loved and were beloved^ 
and saw not that the very attachment which formed 
the delight of their present days might possibly oc- 
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casion the sufierings of years. Meanwhilei Madame 
Cheron's intercourse with Madame Clairval became 
mote frequent than before^ and her vanity was al- 
ready gratified by the opportunity of proclaimings 
wherever she went, the attachment that subsisted 
between their nephew and niede. 

Montoni was now also become a daily guest at the 
chateau, and Emily was compelled to observe that 
he really was a suitor, and a favoured suitor, to her 
adnt. 

Thus passed the winter months, not only in peace, 
but ia happiness, to Valancourt and Emily; tlie 
station of his regiment being so near Thoulouse as 
to allow this frequent intercourse. The pavilion oii 
the terrace was the favourite scene of their inter* 
views, and there Emily with Madame Cheron would 
work, while Valancourt read aloud works of genius 
and taite, listened to her enthusiasm, expressed his 
own^ and caught new opportunities of observing 
that their min&. Were formed to constitute the hap« 
piness ef each other; the same taste, the same nohJe 
and henevolent sentimentSi animating each. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



As when a shepherd of the Hebrid-Ides, 
Placed far amid the melancholy main 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles. 
Or that aerial beings sometimes deign 
To stand embodied to our senses plain). 
Sees on the naked hill, or valley low, 
The whilst in ocean Phoebus dips his wain, 
A vast assembly moving to and fro, 
Then all at once in air di^lves the wondroiu show.*^ 

Castls of Indolbhc]^. 



Madame Cheron's avarice at length yielded to her 
vanity. Some very splendid entertainments which 
Madame Clairval had given, and the general adula- 
tion which was paid her, made the former more 
anxious than before to secure an alliance that would 
$0 much exalt her in her own opinion and in that 
of the world. She proposed terms for the imme- 
diate marriage of her niece, and offered to give 
Emily a dower, provided Madame Clairval observed 
equal terms on the part of her nephew. Madame 
Clairval listened to the proposal, and, considering 
that Emily was the apparent heiress of her aunt*8 
wealth, accepted it. Meanwhile Emily knew no- 
thing of the transaction, till Madame Cheron in- 
formed her that she must make preparation for the 
nuptials, which would be celebrated without further 
delay : then, astonished; and wholly unable to ac- 
count for this sudden conclusion, which Valancourt 
had not solicited (for he was ignorrnt of what had 
passed between the elder ladies, and had not dared 
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to hope such good fortune), she dedsivelj objected 
to it. Madame Cheron, however, quite as jealous 
of contradiction now as she had been formerly, con- 
tended for a speedy marriage with as much vehe- 
mence as she had formerly opposed whatever had 
tbe most remote possibility or leading to it ; and 
Emily's scruples disappeared, when she again saw 
Valancourt, who was now informed of the happiness 
designed for him, and came to claim a promise of it 
from herself. 

While preparations were making for these nup- 
tials, Montoni became the acknowledged lover of 
Madame Cheron; and though Madame Clairval was 
much displeased when she heard (ff the approaching 
connexion, and was willing to prevent tnat of Va- 
lancourt with Emily, her conscience told her that 
she had no right thus to trifle with their peace ; and 
Madame Clairval, though a woman of fashion, was 
far less advanced than her friend in the art of de- 
riving satisfaction from distinction and admiration^ 
rather than from conscience. 

Emily observed with concern the ascendancy 
which Montoni had acquired over Madame Cheron, 
as well as the increasing frequency of his visits; 
and her own opinion of this Italian was confirmed 
by that of Valancourt, who had always expressed a 
dislike of him. As she was one morning sitting at 
work in the pavilion, enjoying, the pleasant fresl: - 
ness of spring, whose colours were now spread upon 
the landscape, and listening to Valancourt, who was 
reading, but who often laid aside the book to con- 
verse, she received a summons to attend Madame 
Cheron immediately, and had scarcely entered the 
dressing-room, when she observed with surprise the 
dejection of her aunt's countenance, and the con* 
trasted gaiety of her dress. So, niece ! said Ma. 
dame, and she stopped under some degree of em* 
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barrafsment'— I i^nt for you ; J — I wished to ie« 
^oa : I have newt to tell you : from this hour yo<l 
must consider the Signor Montoni a;5 your undc-*-^ 
we were married this morning. 

Astonished — ^not so much at the marriage, as at 
the secrecy with which it had been concluded, and 
the agitation with which it was announced— ^EmiljT' 
M length attributed the privacy to the wish of Mon<p 
jtoni, rather than of her aunt. His wife, however, 
intended that the contrary should be believed, and 
thcnrefore added, You see I wished to avoid a bustle ; 
but now the ceremony is over, 1 shall do se no 
longer, and I wish to announce to my servants that 
they must receive the Signor Montoni for their 
master. Emily made a feeble attempt to congra* 
tulate her on these apparently imprudent nuptials, 
I shall now celebrate my marriage with some splen- 
dour, continued Madame Montoni ; and to. save 
time, I shall avail myself of the preparation that 
has been made for yours, which will of course be 
delayed a little while. Such of your wedding, clothea 

Js are ready I shall expect you will appear in, to do 
onour to this festival. I also wish you to inform 
Monsieur Valancourt that I have changed my name; 
and he will acquaint Madame Clairval. In a few- 
days I shall give a grand entertainment, at which I 
shall request their presence. 
< Emily was so lost in surprise and various thought; 
that she made Madame Montoni scarcely any reply; 
but, at her desire, she returned to inform Valan- 
court of what had passed. Surprise was not his pre- 
dominant emotion on hearing of these hasty nup- 
tials; and when he learned that they were to be the 
means of delaying his own, and that the very oma* 
jnents of the chateau which had been prepared to 
^ace the' nuptial-day of his Emily were to be de- 
graded to the celebr^on of Madame Montoni*s, 
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grief and indignation agitated him alternately. He 
could conceal neither from the observatipirof' Emi- 
ly ; whose efforts %q abstract hini from-tKese serious 
emotions, and to laugh at the apprehenM* ve consider- 
ations that assailed him, were meffectual; and when 
at length he took leave, there was an earnest ten^ 
derness in his manner that extremely ejected her : 
she even shed tears, when he disappeared at the end 
of the terrace, yet kne^ not exactly why she should 
do SQ. 

Montoni now took possession of the chateau, and 
the command of its inhabitants, with the ease of a^ 
man who had long considered it to be his own. His , 
friend Cavigni, who had been extremely serviceable 
in having paid Madame Cheron the attention and 
flattery whiph she required, but from which Mon- 
toni too often revolted, had apartments assi^ed 
to him, and received from the domestics an equal 
degree of obedience with the master of t^e man* 
sion. 

Within a few dayi, Madame Montoni^ as she had 
promised, gave a magnificent entertainment to a 
very numerous company; among wl^om was Valanv 
court ; hut at which Madame Clairval excused her- 
self from at tending. There was a concert, ball* and 
supper.. Valancourt was of course Emily's part- 
ner ; and though, ^hen he gave a look to the de- 
corations of the apartments, he could not but re« 
member that they were designed for other festivities 
than those they now contributed to celebrate, heeu"* 
deavoured to che^k his concern, by considering that 
a little whije only would elapse l>efore they would 
be given to their original destination. Puring this 
evening, Madame- Montoni danced, laughed, and 
talked incessantly ; while Montoni, silent, reserved, 
and eomewha^ haughty, seamed we^ry of ^hQ Pftt 
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rade, and of the frivolous company it had dra^m4o- 
gether. 

This was the first and the last entertainment givea 
in celebration of their nuptials. - Montoni» , though 
the severity of his temper and the gloominess of 
his pride prevented him from enjoying such festi- 
vities, was extremely willing to promote them. It 
was seldom that he could meet in any company a 
man of more address, and still seldomer one of more 
understanding than himself: the balance of advan- 
tage in such parties, or in the connexions which 
might arise from them, must therefore be on his 
side : and knowing, as he did, the selfish purposes 
for which they are generally frequented, be had no 
objection to measure his talents of dissimulation 
with those of any other competitor for distinctibn 
find plunder : but his wife, who, when her own in- 
terest was immediately concerned, had sometimes 
more discernment than vanity, acquired a consci* 
ousnes of her inferiority to other women in person- 
al attractions, which, uniting with the jealousy na- 
tural to the discovery, counteracted his readiness 
for mingling with all the parties Thoulouse could 
afford* Till she had, as she supposed, the afiec- 
tions of a husband to lose, she had no motive for 
discovering the unwelcome truth, and it had never 
obtruded itself upon her; but now that it influenced 
ber policy, she opposed her husband's inclination 
for company, with the more eagerness, because she 
believed him to be really as well received in the fe- 
male society of the place, as during his addresses 
to her he had affected to be. 
. A few weeks only had elapsed since the rriarriagek 
when Madame Montoni informed Emily that the 
signer intended to return to Italy as soon as the 
necessary preparation could be made for so Jong a 
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jaatney. We shall go to Venice, said shci where 
the signer has a fine mansion ; and from thence to 
his estate in Tuscany. — Why do you look so grave« 
child ? You, who are so fond of a romantic country 
and fine views, will doubtless be delighted with thi» 
journey* 

Am I then to be of the party, Madam ? said Emily 
withextreme surprise and emotion. — Most certainly, 
replied her aunt : how could you imagine we should 
leave you behind ? But 1 see you are thinking of the 
chevalier: he is not yet, I believe, informed of the 
journey : but he very soon will be so : Signer Mon- 
tcmi is gone to acquaint Madame Clairval of our 
journey, and to say that the proposed connexion 
between the familii^ must from this time be thought 
of no oiore. 

The unfeeling manner in which Madame Montoni 
thus informed her niece that she must be separated, 
perhaps for ever, from the man with whom bhe was 
on the point of being united for lite, added to the 
dismay which she must otherwise have suffered at 
such intelligence. When she could speak, she asked 
the cause of the sudden change in Madame's senti- 
ments towards Valancourt ; but the only reply she 
could obtain was, that the signor had hirbade tlie 
connexion, consideHng it to be greatly inferior to 
what Emily might reasonably expect. . 

I now leave Che af&ir entirely to the signor, added 
Madame Montoni ; but I must say that M. Valan- 
court never was a favourite with me ; and I was 
over-persuaded, or I should not have given my con- 
sent to the connexion. I was weak enough— I am 
so foolish sometimes ! — to suSler other people's 
uneasiness ; and so my better judgement yielded to 
your affliction. But the signor has very properly 
pointed out the folly of this ; and he shall not have 
to reprove me a second time. I am determined 
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that you shall submit to those who know how to. 
guide you better* than yourself— I am determined 
that you shall be conformable.- 

Emily would have been astonished at the assertions 
of this eloquent speech, had not her mind been so 
overwhelmed by the sudden shock it had received 
that she scarcely heard a word of what was Ifttterly 
addressed to her. Whatever were the weaknesses of 
Madame Montoni, she might have avoided to accuse 
herself with those of compassion and tenderness to 
the feelings of others, and especially to those of 
Emily. It was the same ambition, that lately pre* 
vailed upon her to solicit an alliance with Madame 
Clairvars family, which induced her to withdraw 
from it, now that her marriage with Montoni had 
exalted her self-consequence, and, with it, her 
views for her niece. 

Emily waS, at this time, too much aflected to 
employ either remonstrance or entreaty on this topic; 
and when, at length, she attempted the latter, her 
emotion overcame her speech, and she retired to 
her apartment, to think (if in the present state of 
her mind to think was possible) upon this sudden 
and overwhelming subject. It was very long before 
her spirits were^ufficiently composed to permit the 
reflection; which, when it came, was dark, and 
even terrible. She saw that Montoni sought to 
aggrandize himself in his disposal of her ; and it 
occurred, that his friend Cavigni was the person for 
whom he was interested. The prospect of going to 
Italy was still rendered darker, when she considered 
the tumultuous situation of that country — then torn 
by civil commotion ; where every petty state was at 
war with its neighbour, and even every castle liable 
to the attack of an invader. She considered the 
person to whose immediate guidance she woirid be 
committed, and the vast distance that was to sepa* 
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nUe ber from Valaocourt ; and, at the recollection 
of hinsy every other image vanished from her mind» 
and every thought was again obscured by grief* 

In this perturbed state she passed some hours ; 
and when she was summoned to dinner, she en* 
treated permission to remain in her own apartment : 
but Madame Montoni was alone, and the request 
was refused. £mily and her aunt said little during 
the repast — the one occupied by her griefs, the 
other engrossed by the disappointment which the 
miexpected absence of Montoni occasioned; for not 
only was her vanity piqued by the neglect, but her 
jealousy alarmed by what she considered as a roy<i< 
.sterious engagement. When the cloth was drawn^ 
and they were alone, Emily renewed the mention of 
. Valancourt : but her aunt, neither softened to pity 
nor awakened to remorse, became enraged that 
her will should be opposed, and the authority of 
Montoni questioned,.though this was done by Emily 
with her usual gentleness ; who, after a long and 
.torturing conversation, retired in tears. 

As she crossed the hall, a person entered it by the 
great door, whom, as her eyes hastily glanced that 
way, she imagined to be Montoni; and she was 
passing on witii quicker steps, when she heard the 
well-known voice of Valancourt. 

Emily, O ! my Emily ! cried he in a tone fal- 
tering with impatience, while she turned, and, as 
he advanced, was alarmed at the expression of his' 
countenance and the eager desperation of his air. In 
tears, Emily! — I would speak with you, said he; I 
have much to say : conduct me where we may con- 
verse. — But you tremble — you are ill ! Let me lead 
you to a seat. 

He observed the open door of an apartment, and 
hastily Jtook her hand to lead her thither ; but^ she 
attempted to withdraw it, and said, with a languid 
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troile, I am better already: if you wish to see mv 
.aunt, she is in the dining-parlour. — I must speak 
with youy my Emily, replied Valancourt. Good 
God ! is it already come to this? — Are you indeed 
so willing to resign me ? — But this is an improper 
place — 1 am overheard. Let me entreat your at- 
tention, if only for a few minutes.—- When you hare 
aeen my aunt, said Emily.— I was wretched enough 
when 1 came hither, exclaimed Valancourt : do not 
increase my misery by this coldness— ^his cruel re- 
fusal. 

The despondency with which he spoke this af- 
fected her almost to tears ; but she persisted in rer 
fusing to hear him till he had conversed with Ma- 
dame Montoni. Where is her husband? where, 
thePi is Montoni? said Valancourt in an altered 
tone : it is he to whom I must speak. 

Emi iy, terrified for the consequence of the indig- 
nation tnat flashed in his eyes> tremblingly assured 
him that Montoni was not at home, and entreated 
he would endeavour to moderate his resentment. 
At the tremulous accents of her voice his eyes 
softened instantly from wildness into tenderness* 
You are ill, Emily, said he — They will destroy us 
both! Forgive me, that I dared to doubt your 
affection. 

Emily no longer opposed him, as he led her into 
an adjoining parlour. The manner in which he had 
naned Montoni, had so much alarmed her for his 
own safety, that she was now only anxious to prevent 
the consequences of this just resentment. He list- 
ened to her entreaties with attention, but replied 
to them only with looks of despondency and tender- 
ness; concealing as much as possible the senti- 
ments he felt toward Montoni, that he might soothe 
the apprehensions which distressed her. But .she 
•aw the veil he had spread oyer his resentment; and 
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his assumed tranquillity only alarming her moret 
she urged) at length, the impolicy of farcing an in« 
tendew with Montoni, and of talcing any measure 
which might render their separation irremediable. 
Valancourt yielded to these remonstrances ; and her 
affecting entreaties drew from him a promise, that> 
however Montoni might persist in his design of dis» 
uniting them, he would not seek to redress his 
wrongs by violence.—- For my sake, said Emily, let 
the consideration of what I should suffer deter you 
from such a mode of revenge ! — For your sake, 
Emily! replied Valancourt, his eyes tilling with 
tears of tenderness and grief, while he gazed upon* 
h^r. Yes — yes — I shall subdue myself. But though 
1 have given you my solemn promise to do this, do 
not expect that I can tamely submit to the authority 
of Montoni : if I could, l should be unworthy of 
youi Yet, O Emily ! how long may he condemn me 
to live without you— how long may it be before you 
return to France ! . 

Emily endeavoured to soothe him with assurances 
of her unalteraKle affection, and by representing 
that, in little more than a year, she should he hep 
own mistress, as far as related to her aunt, froni 
whose guardianship her age would then release her 
— assurances which gave little consolation to Valan* 
courty who considered that she would then be in 
Italy, and in the power of those whose dominion 
over her would not cease with their rights: but he 
affected to be consoled by them. Emily, comforted 
by the promise she had obtained, and by his appa* 
rent composure, was about to leave him, when her 
aunt entered the room. She threw a glanc^ of sharp 
reproof upon her niece, who immediately withdrew, 
and of haughty displeasure upon Valancourt. 

This b not the conduct I should have expected 
from you, Sir, said she : I did not expect to see you 
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In my house, after you had been informed duEt joi^r 
▼iaiu were no longer agreeable ; much less, thatyou 
would seek a clandestine interview with my niece, 
and that she would grant one. 

Vaiancourt, perceiving it necessary to vindicate 
Bihily from such a design, explained, that the pur* 
pose of his own visit had been to request an inter- 
view with Montoni ! and he then entered upon the 
aubject of it, with the tempered spirit which tb« 
Bex rather than the respectability of Madame 
Montoni demanded 

His expostulations ilrere answered with severe re- 
buke : she lamented again, that her prudence had 
ever yielded to what she termed compassion ; and 
added, diat she was so sensible of the folly of her 
former consent, that, to prevent the possibulity of a 
repetiticm, bh^ had committed the aiair entirely to 
the conduct of Signer MontonL 

The feeling eloquence of Valancourt, however, at 
length made ^her sensible, in some measure, of her 
unworthy conduct ; and she became susceptible to 
shame, out not remorse: she hated Valancourt, 
who awakened her to thfs painful sensation ; and 
in proportion as she grew dissatisfied with herself, 
her abhorrence of him increased. This was also the 
more inveterate, because his tempered words and 
manner were auch as, without accusing her, com- 
pelled her to accuse herself, and neiUier left her 
nope that the odious portrait was the caricature of 
his prejudice, nor afforded her an excuse for ex» 
pressing the violent resentment with which she coir* 
templated it. At length, her anger rose to such a 
height, that Valancourt was compelled to leave the 
house abruptly, lesthe should forfeit his own esteem 
by an inteniperate reply. He was then convinced, 
that from Madame Montoni he had nothing to 
hope ; fo^ what, of either pity or justice^ could be 
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tepeeted from a person who could feel the p^n of 
guilt without the humih'ty of repentance ? 

To Montoni he looked with equal despondency; 
since it was nearly evident that this plan of se* 
paration originatea with him, and it was not pro- 
bable that he would relinquish his own views to 
entreaties or remonstrances which he must have 
foreseen, and have been prepared to resist. Yet> 
remembering his promise to Emily, and more so- 
licitous concerning his love than jealous of bis 
consequence, Valancourt was careful to do nothing 
that might unnecessarily irritate Montoni c he wrote 
to him therefore, not to demand an interview, but 
to .solicit one; and having done this, he endea^ 
▼oared to wait with calmness his reply. 

Madame Clairval was passive in theafiair. WheQ 
she gave her approbation to Valancourt's marriage^ 
it was in the belief that Emily would be the heiress 
of Madame Montoni*s fortune ; and though, upon 
the nuptials of the latter, when she perceived the 
fallacy of this expectation, her conscience had with- 
held her from adopting any measure to prevent the 
union, her benevolence was not sufficiently active to 
impel her towards any step that might now pro- 
mote it. She was, on the contrary, secretly pleased 
that Valancourt was released from an engagement 
which she considered to be as inferior, in point of 
fortune, to his merit, as his alliance was thought 
by Montoni to be humiliating to the beauty of 
Emily ; and though her pride was wounded by this 
rejection of a member of her family, she disdained 
to show resentment otherwise than by silence. ^ 

Montoni, in his reply to Valancourt, said, that 
as an interview could neither remove the objections 
of the one, nor overcome the wishes of the other, it 
would serve. only to produce useless altercatioii 
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b^tireen them : be therefore thought proper t9^««r 
fuse it. . 

In consideration of thepolicjsuggested b^En^y^ 
and of his promise to her, Valancourt restrained the 
impulse that urged him to the house of Montoni tor 
demand what had been denied to hi» entreaties: he 
only repeated his solicitations to see him ; seconding 
tfiem with all the arguments hk situation oould 
suggests Thus several davft passed, in remon8ti;ance 
on one side, and inflexible denial on the others 
for, whether it was fear, or shame, or the halared 
which results from both, that made Montoni shun 
the man he had injured, he was peremptory in his 
refusal, and was neither soften^ to pity by the 
agony which Valancourt's letters portrayed, nor 
awakened to a repentance of his own injosdce by 
the strong remonstrances he emj^loyed. At leng^^ 
Valancourt's letters were returned unopiened ; and 
then, in the first moments of passionate despair, he 
fergot every promise to Emily, except the solana 
one which oound him to avoid violence, and hast- 
ened to Montoni*s chateau, determined to see him 
by whatever other means might be necessary. Mon- 
toni was denied ; and Valancourt, when he after- 
wards inquired for Madame, and Ma'amsdle St. 
Aubert, was absoluteljr refused admittance by the 
servants. Not ehoosmg to submit himself to a 
eontest with these, he at l^igth departed ; and re- 
turiung home in a state of mind approaching to 
phrensy, wrote to Emily of what had passed*^— ex- 
pressed without restraint all the agony of his heart 
-^.and entreated that, since he must not oAerwise 
hope to see her immediately, she would idlow him 
1)11 interview unknown to Montoni. Soon after he 
had dispatched this, his paAsions becoming more 
temperate^ he was ftenaible of the error he hiral com* 



mitted, in Jutviiig given Emily a new subject of di* 
stress in the strong mention of his own suTOiing, and 
would have given half the world, had it bee« his, to 
tecover the letter. Emily, however, was spared the 
{min she must have received from it, by the sus* 
pieious poUcy of Madame M ontoni ; who had 0r» 
dered that all letters addressed to her niece should 
fee- delivered to herself, and who, after having 
perutedthis, and indulged the expressions of resent- 
ment which Valaocourt's mention of Montoni pro* 
▼oked, had consigned it to the iames« 

Montom, meanwhile, every day more impatient 
to leave France, gave repeated orders for dispatch 
to the servants employed in preparations for the 
journey, and to the peraons with whom he was 
transacting some particular business. He preserved 
a steady silence to the letters in which Valancourt^ 
despainng of greater good, and having subdued the 
passion that had transgressed against his policy 
solicited only the indulgence of being allowed to bid 
Emily farewell. But when Valahcourt learned 
that she was really to set out in a very f^w days, and 
^hat it was designed he should see her no more, for- 
getting every consideration of prudence, he dared» 
in a second letter to Emily, to propose a clandestine 
marriage. This also was transmitted to Madame 
Montoni ; and the last day of Emily's stay at Thott- 
louse arrived, without affording Valaocourt even a 
Ikie to soothe his sufferings, or a hope that heidiould 
be allowed a parting interview. 

During this period of torturing suspense to Va* 
lancourt, Emily was sunk into that kind of stupor 
with which sudden and irremediable misfortune 
sometimes overwhelms the mind. Loving him with 
the tenderest affection, and having long been ac- 
customed to consider him as the friend and com- 
panion of all her future days, she had no ideas tif 
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happiness^at were not connected with Mm. Wb«t 
then must have been her suiFeriDg, when thus 
suddenly they were to be separated, perhaps for 
ever ! — certainly to be thrown into distant parts of 
the world, where they could scarcely hear of each 
other's existepce ;- and all this in obedienpe to the 
will of a stranger (for such was Montoni), and of 
a person who had but lately been anxious to hastea 
their nuptials ! It was in vain that she endeavoured 
to subdue her grief, and resign herself to an event 
If hich she could not avoid. The silence of Yalanr 
t^oiirt afflicted more than it surprised her, since she 
attributed it to its just occasion ; but when^he day 
preceding that on whioh she ^as to quit Tboulouse 
arrived, and she heard no mention of his being per- 
mitted to take leave of her, grief overcame every 
consideration that had made her reluctant to speak 
of him, and she inquired of Madame Montoni 
whether this consolation had been refused. Her 
aunt informed her tliat it had ; adding that, after 
the provocation shehad herself received frppi Yalan- 
court in their last interview* and the persecution 
which the signer had suffered trom his letters, uq 
entreaties should avail to procure it. — If the chevar 
lier expected this favour from us, said she, he should 
have conducted himself in a very di^erent manner : 
be should have waited patiently, till he knew whe- 
ther we were disposed to grant it, and not ha v^ 
come and reproYe4 nie because I did npt thin^ 
proper to bestow my niece iipqu him, and then 
Jiave persisted in trogbling the signqr because he 
did not think proper to enfer into any dispute about 
so childish an affair. |Iis behaviour, throughout, 
has been extremely presumptuous apd impertinent ; 
and 1 desire that 1 may never hear bjs name re» 
peated, and that you will get the better of thos^ 
tpglish sorrows ^nd wluuis, af^d loqk }ikQ otiiu^ 
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jpeopl6f tiad not appear with that disigal counte* 
nance as if you were ready to cry ; for though jott 
aay nothing, you cannot conceal your grief from 
my penetration : I can see you are ready to qry at 
this moment, though I am reproving you for it— « 
ay^ even now, in spite of my commands. 

Emily, having turned away to hide her tears, 
quitted the room to indulge them; and the day 
was passed in an intensity of anguish, such as she 
had, perhaps, never known before* When she with* 
drew to her chamber for the night, she remained in 
the -chair where she had placed herself on entering 
the room, absorbed in her grief, till long after 
every member of the family, except herself, was re* 
tired to rest. She could not divest herself of a 
belief that she had parted with Valancourt to meet 
no more— a belief which did not arise merely from 
foreseen circumstances ; for though the length of 
the journey she was about to commence, the un« 
certainty as to the period of her return, together 
with the prohibitions she had received, seemed to 
justify it, she yielded also to an impression, which 
£he mistook for a presentiment, that she was going 
from Valancourt for ever. How dreadful to her 
imagination, too, was the distance that would se- 
parate them*— >the Alps, those tremendous barriers I 
would rise, and whole countries extend between the 
regions where each must exist ! To live in adjoininfi^ 
provinces, to live even in the same country, though 
without seeing him, was comparative happiness to 
the conviction of this dreadful length of distance. 

Her mind was at length so much agitated by the 
consideration of her state, and the belief that she 
had seen Valancourt for the last time, that she 
suddenly became very faint; and looking round the 
chamber for something that might revive her, she 
observed the casements, and had just strength to 
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throw one open, near whieh'she seated faertfelf. The 
air recalled her spirits, and the strll moon-Hg^it, 
that fell upon the elms of a long avenue fronting 
the nvindow, somewhat soothed them, and deter^ 
mined her to try whether exercise and the open air 
would not relieve the intense pain that bound heK 
temples. In the chateau all was still : and passing 
down the great staircase into the hall, from wh^ncie 
a passage Ted immediately to the garden, shesofUj, 
ftnd unheard, as she thought^ unlocked the dpoi^ 
and entered the avenue. £mily passed ouy with 
steps now hurried and now faltering, as, deceived bye 
the shadows among the trees, shie fancied she sa^ 
some person move in the distant perspective, and 
ieared that it was a spy of Madame Montoni. Hec 
desire, hQwever, to revisit th6 pavilion where shci 
had passed so many happy hours with Valancourt, 
and had admired with him the extensive prospect 
over Languedoc and her native Gascony, overcame 
her apprehension of being observed, and sh^ moved 
on towards the terrace, which, running along the 
upper garden, commanded the whole oi the lowec 
one, and communicated with it by a flight of marble 
steps that terminated the avenue. 

Having reached these steps, she paused a moment 
to look round ; for her distance from the chateau 
now increased the fear which the stillness and ob- 
scurity of the hour had awakened. But perceiving 
nothing that could justify it, she ascended to the 
terrace; where the moon* light showed the long 
broad walk, with the pavilion at its extremity, while 
the rays silvered the foliage of the high trees and 
shrubs that bordered it on* the right, and the tufted 
summits of those that rose to a level with the balus* 
trade on the left from the garden below. Her 
distance from the chateau again alarming her, she 
|i^used to listep : the night was so caln^ that na 
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sound could have escaped ; but she heard only the 
plaintive sweetness of the nightingale, with the 
light shiver of the leaves, and she pursued her way 
towards the pavilion; having reached which, its 
obscurity did not prevent the emotion that a fuUev 
view of its well-known scene would have excited. 
The lattices were thrown back, and showed, beyond 
their embowered arch, the moon- light landscape, 
shadowy and soft — ^^its groves and plains extending 
gradually and indistinctly to the eye ; its distant 
mountains catching a stronger glieam; arid the 
nearer riv^r reflecting the mqon, and tretpbiing to 
her rays* 

• Emily, as she approached the lattice, wais sensible 
of the features of this scene only as they scned to 
bring Yalancourt more immediately to her fancy. 
Ah! said she with a heavy sigh, as she threw her- 
self into a chair by the window, how often have 
we sat together on this spot-r*often have looked 
upon that landscape ! Never, never more sh^il we 
view it together!*^ never, neves more, perhaps, shall 
we look upon each other j 

Her tears were suddenly stopped by terror : a 
voice spoke near her in the pavilion — shfe shrieked : 
it spoke again; and she distinguished the well? 
known tones of Yalancourt. It was, indeed, Va<* 
iancourt who supported her in his arms ! Foi* some 
moments their emotion would not suffer either to 
speak-T-Emily 1 said Yalancourt at length, as he 
pressed her hand in his, Emily !^and he was again 
silent ; but the accent in which he had pronounced 
her liame expressed all his tenderness and sorrow. 

O my Emily ! he resumed after a long pause, I 
00 then see you once* again, and hear again the 
sound of that' voiced ! 1 have haunted this placey 
ibese gardens— for many, many nights^*— with a 
fajnt, very faint hope of seeing you. Thi^ yras ^^ 



S24 M Y^Tiaisft or vdolpho. 

only chance that remained for me; and, thml^ 
Heaven I it has at length succeeded**! am not con- 
demned to absolute ae8|Niir I 

Emily said something, she scarcely knew what, 
expressive of her unalterable aflfection, and endea^ 
voured to calm the agitation of his mind ; but Va*' 
Jancourt could for some time only utter incoherent 
expressions of his emotions; and when he was 
aomewhat more composed, he said, I came hither 
soon afte^sun-set, and have been watching in the 

firdens and in this pavilion ever since ; for though 
had now given up all hope of seeing you, I coiud 
not resolve to tear myself from a place so near to 
you, and should probably have lingered about the 
chateau till mornmg dawned* O how heavily the 
moments have passed ! yet with what various emo^ 
tions have they been marked, as I sometimes thought 
I heard footsteps, and fancied you were approach^ 
ing, and then again^perceived only a dead and 
dreary silence ! But when you opened the door of 
the pavilion, and the darkness prevented my di* 
stineuishing with certainty whether it was my love, 
my heart beat so strongly with hopes and fears that 
I could not speak. The instant l heard the plain* 
live accents of your voice, my doubts vanished^- 
but not my fears, till you spoke of me; then, losing 
the apprehension of alarming vou in the excess of 
my emotion, I could no longer be silent. — ^O Emily I 
these are moments in which joy and grief struggle 
so powerfully for pre-eminence, that the heart can 
acaroely support the contest ! 

Emily's neart acknowledged the truths of this 
assertion. But the joy she felt on thus meeting 
Valancourt, at the very moment when die waa 
lamenting that they must probably meet no moret 
soon melted into grief, as reflection stole over her 
thoughtSi and imagination prompted visions of the 
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Aituie. She struggled to recover the calm dignitv 
of mind which was necessary to support her through 
this last interview, and which Valancourt found i^ 
utterly impossible to attain ; for the transports of 
his joy changed abruptly into those of suffering, an4 
he expressed in the most impassjpued language hi$ 
horror of this separation, and his despair of their 
ever meeting again. Emily wept silently as sh^ 
listened to him ; and then, frying to command her 
own distress, and to soothe his, she suggested every 
circumstance that could lead to hopel But the energy 
of his fears led him ip^t^^ntly to detect the friendly 
fallacies which she endeayoufed to impose on herself 
and on him, and also to coqjurp up illusions too 
powerful for his reasqn, 

You are going from pi(*, s$iid he, to a distant 
country-r-Q how distant lrr-(o qew society, nevf 
friends, new admirers I-,r-with people, too, who will 
try to make you forget me, and to promote nevf 
connexions ! How caq I l^now t)iis, and not knov^ 
that you will never return fqr me-3-neyer c^n b^ 
mine ! His voice was stifled by sighs. 

You believe, then, said Emily, tha( the pangs | 
suffer proceed frpm a triyial and temporary interest: 
you believe— r 

' Suffer, interrupted Yalanpour^, suff'er, for me! 
O Emily, how sweet, how l^itter, are those words ! 
what comfort, what anguish, do t)iey give I- ) ought 
pot to dpubt the steadiness of your affection ; yet 
such is the inconsistency of real love, t^at it is 
always a^'ake to suspicion, hoY!^evef unreasonabIe--T- 
^^Iways requiring new assurances from the object of 
its interest : ^nd thus it js, that I always feel re- 
vived, as by a new conviction, when your words tel) 
me 1 am de&r to you ; and) V^anting these} I relap^ 
jnto doubt, and too often into despondency ,-7Then 
feemip^ tQ fep<^l{ec^ hinisglf, j^e exjplaim^(|, Pat 



what A wretch Hm I^ thus to tortare you,' and ia 
these moments, too ! — I, who ought to support and 
comfort you* 

This reflection overcame Valancourt with tencler- 
ness; but, relapsing into despopdency, he again 
felt only for himself, and lamented again this cru^ 
aeparation, in a voice and words so impassioned 
that Emily could no longer struggle to repress her 
^^ovn grief, or to soothe nis. Valancourt, between 
these emotions of love and pity, lost the power, and 
almost the wish, of repressing his agitation ; and, in 
the intervals of convulsive sobs, he at one moment 
kissed away her tears ; then told her, cruelly, that 
possibly she might never again weep for him ; and 
then tried to speak more calmly, but only exclaimed^ 
O Emily— ^-my heart will break !-— I cannot, cannot 
leave you ! Now, I gaze upon that countenance, 
now I hold you in my arms! — a little while, and all 
this will appear a dream t T shall look, and cannot 
^ee you; shall try to recollect your features, and the 
impression will be fled from my imagination; to 
hear the tones of your voice, and even memory will 
be silent !-^I cannot, cannot leave you!*-Why 
fihoiild we confide the happiness of our whole lives 
to the will of people who have no right to interrupt, 
and, except giving you to me, have no power to 
promote it ? O Emily ! venture to trust your own 
lieart— venture to be mine for ever! His yo|p» 
trembled, and he was silent. Emily continued to 
weep, and was silent also ; when Valancourt pro^ 
ceeded to propose an immediate marriage, and that 
at an early hour on the following morning shd 
should .quit Madame Montoni*s house, and be con- 
ducted by him to the church of the Augustines, 
where a friar should await to unite them. 

The silenpe with which site listened to a proposal 
dictated by love and despair, and enforced at tungh 
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ttent when it seemed scarcely possible fbr her to 
oppose it<^^wheii her heart was softened by the 
sorrows of separation that mieht be eternal, and 
her reason obscured by the illusions of love and 
terror--«encouraged him to hope that ft would not 
be r6nected.^-Speak, my Emily! said Valancourt 
eagerly: let me hear your voice, let me hear yon 
confirm my fate.— She spoke not: her cheek was 
cold, and her senses seemed to fail her ; but she did 
not faint. To Valancourt's terrified imagination she 
appeared to be dying : he called upon her name, 
roee to go to the chateau for assistance, and then, 
reeollecting hersittmtion, feared to go, or to leave 
her for a moment. 

After a few minutes she drew a deep sigh, and 
began to revive. The conflict she had suffered, be<^ 
tween love and the duty she at present owed to her 
father's sister; her repugnance to a clandestine 
marriage; her fear of emerging on the world with 
embarrassments, such as might ultimately involve 
the object of her affection in misery and repentance 
*-^] this variooa- interest was too powerful for a 
mind already enervated by sorrow, and her reason 
had sufiered a transient suspension. But duty and 
good sense, however hard the conflict, at length 
triumphed over affection and mournful presentiment. 
Above all, she dreaded to involve Valancourt in 
obscurity and vain regret, which she saw, or thought 
she saw, must be the too certain consequence of a 
marriage in their present circumstances ; and she 
acted, perhaps, with somewhat more than female 
fortituae, when she resolved to endure a present, 
rather than provoke a distant, misfortune. 

With a candour that proved how truly she es^ 
tcensed and loved him, and whieh endeared her to 
him, if possible, more than ever, she told Valan- 
court m her reasons fbr j^ejecting his proposala. 
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Those which influenced her coDcerniDg his fitidrcl 
welfare, heinstantly refuted, or rather contradicted i 
but they awakened tender considerations for her, 
which the phrensy of passion and despair had con* 
tealed before; and love, which had but lately 
prompted him to propose a clandestine and irnme- , 
diate marriage, now induced him to renounce it. 
The triumph was almdst too much for his heart: for 
Emily's salce, he endeavoured to stifle his grief; 
but thf! swelling anguish would not be restrained : 
— O Emily! said he, 1 must leave you^— I mus^ 
leave you — and I know it is for ever ! 

Convulsive sobs again interrupted his words, and 
they wept together in silence ; till Emily, recol^ 
lecting the danger of being discovered, and the im- 
propriety of prolonging an interview which might 
subject her to censure, summoned all her fortitude 
to utter a last farewell 1 

Stay ! said Valancourt, I donjure you, stay, for 
i have much to tell you. The agitation of ray mind 
has hitherto suffered me to speak only on the sub* 
ject that occupied it : I have forborne to mention a 
doubt of much importance, partly lest it should ap** 
pear as if I told it with an ungenerous view of alarm<i 
ing you into a compliance with my late proposal. 

Emily, much agitated, did not leave Valancourt, 
but she led him from the pavilion ; and ats tfaey 
walked upon the terrace, he proceeded as follows s 

This Montoni — I have heard some strange hints 
concerning him — are you certain he is of Madame 
Quesnel's family, and that his fortune is what it 
appears to be ? 

I have no reason to doubt either^ replied Emily 
In a voice of alarm. Of the first, indeed, I cannot 
doubt ; but I have no certain means of judging of 
the latter, and I entreat you will tell me aU you 
have heard. 
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Thitl oertainly will ; but it is very imperfect and 
ubiadtfactory information : 1 gathered it by acci« 
dent from an Italian, who was speaking to another 
person of this Moutoni/ They*were talking ofhitf 
marriage : the Italian said, that if he was the per- 
son he meant, he was not likely to make Madame 
Cheron happy. He proceeded to speak o£ him in 
general terms of dislike, and then gave some parti* 
cular hints concerning his character, that excited 
my curiosity^ and I ventured to ask him a few ques- 
tions. He was reserved in his replies ; but after 
hesitating for some time, he owned that he had un* 
derstood abroad that Montoni was a man of despe* 
rate fortune and character. He said something of a 
castle of Montoni's situated among the Apennines, 
and of some strange circumstances, that might be 
mentioned, as to his former mode of life. I pressed 
him to inform me further ; but I believe the strong 
interest 1 felt was visible in my manner, and alarmed 
him; for no entreaties could prevail with him to givo 
any explanation of the circumstances he had alluded 
to,^or to mention any thing further concerning Mon« 
toni. I observed to him, that if Montoni was pos- 
sessed of a castle in the Apennines, it appeared from 
such a circumstance that he was of some family, and 
also seemed to contradict the report that he was a 
man of entirely broken fortunes. He shook his 
head, and looked as if he could have said a great 
deal, but made no reply< 

A hope of learning something more satisfactory^ 
or more positive, detained me in his company a 
considerable time, dnd I renewed the subject re^* 
peatedly ; but the. Italian wrapped himself up in re- 
serve, said— that what he had mentioned he had 
caught only from floating reports, and that reports 
frequently arose from personal, malice, and were^ 
very little to be depended upon. I.fQii>ort to press 
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jltar med for the consequence of What he had alMady 
aaid ; and I was cpmpelled to remain in u^icertauity 
on a point where 'suspense is almost intolerable* 
Think, Emily, what 1 must suffer, to see you depart 
for a foreign country, committed to the power of a 
man of such doubtful character as is tbis MoDtooi t 
But I will not alarm ycm unnecessarily : it is pot-> 
ttble, as the Italian said at first, that this is not the 
Montoni he alluded to : yet, Emily, consider well 
before you resolve to commit yourself to him* 01 I 
must not trust myself to speak — or I shall renounce 
all the motives which so lately influenced me to re* 
siffn the hope of your becoming mine immediately. 

Valancourt walked upon the terrace with hurried 
Iteps, while Emily remained leaning on the balus* 
trade in deep thought. The information she had 
just received excited, perhaps, more alatm than it 
could justify, and raised once more the conflict of 
contrasted interests; She had never liked M ontonis 
the fire and keenness of his eye, its proud exulta- 
tion, its bold fierceness, its sullen watchfulness, at 
occasion, and even slight occasion, had called forth 
the latent soul, she had often observed with emo* 
tion ; while from the usual expression of his coon* 
tenance she had always shrunk. From such ohser* 
vations, she was the more inclined to believe that it 
was this Montoni of whom the Italian had uttered 
his suspicious hints. The thought of being solely 
in his power, in a foreign landy was terrifying to 
her ; it was not by terror alone that she was itfged 
to an immediate marriage with Valancourt: the 
tenderest love had already pleaded his cause, but had 
been unable, to overcome her opinion,as to her di^y» 
her disinterested considerations for Valancourt, and 
the delicacy which made her revolt from a ofamdea- 
tine union. It was not to be expected thata vagac 
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terror would be more powerful than the united io« 
fiuence of love and grief; but it recalled all their 
energy, and rendered a second conquest necessary. 

With Valancourt, whose imagination was now 
awake to the suggestion of every passion; whose ap- 
prehensions for Emily had acquired strength by the 
mere mention of them, and became every instant 
more powerful as his mind brooded over them— 
withValancourt, no second conquest was attainable* 
He thought he saw, in the clearest light, and love 
assisted the fear, that this journey to Italy would 
involve Emily in misery : he determined, thereforet 
to persevere in opposing it, and in conjuring her ta 
bestow upon him the title of her lawful protector. 

£niily ! said he with solemn earnestness, this is 
no time for scrupulous distinctions, for weighing 
the dubious and comparatively trifling circumstances 
that may affect our future comfort* I now see^ 
much more clearly than beforoy the train of serious 
dangers you are going to encounter with a man of 
Montoni s character. Those dark hints of the Ita^ 
Han spoke much, but not more than the idea 1 hav^ 
of Montoni's disposition, as exhibited even in hia 
countenance. I think I see, at this moment, all 
that could have been hinted, written there. He is 
the Italian whom I fear ; and I conjure you» for 
your own sake as well as for mine, to prevent the 
evils 1 shudder to foresee. O Emily ! let my tender^ 
ness, my arms, withhold you from them-^give me 
the right to defend you. 

* Emily only sighed ; while Valancourt proceeded 
to remonstrate, and to entreat, with all the energy 
that love and apprehension could inspire. But, as 
his imagination magnified to her the, possible evils 
she was going to meet, the mists of her own fancv 
began to dissipate, and allowed her to distinguish 
Ibe exaggerated images which in)po8ed on his rear 
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«on. She considered that there was no proof of 
Montoni being the person whom the stranger had 
meant ; that, even if he was so, the Italian had noticed 
his character and broken fortunes merely from re- 
port; and that, though the countenance of MoiUont 
keemed to give probability to a part of the rumour, 
it was not by such circunisl^ances tha^ an impiicit 
belief of it could be justified. These considerations 
would probably not have arisen so distinctly to hefr 
mind, at this time, had not the terrors of Valan- 
court presented to her such obvious exaggerations 
of her danger as incited her to distrust the fallacies 
of passion. But, while she endeavoured in the 
gentlest manner to convince him of his error, she 
|>lungedhim into a new one: his voice and counte<» 
nance changed to an expression of dark despair*--- 
Emily t said he, this, this moment is the bitterest 
that is yet come to me. You do not — cannot Jove 
^ne ! — It would be iippossib^e for you to reason thus 
coolly, thus deliberately, if you did. I, /am torn 
with anguish at the prospect of our separation, and 
of the evils that may await you in consequence of 
it ; I would encounter any hazards to prevent it--^ 
to save you. No, En^ily ! no !— you cannot love 
me ! 

We have now little time to w^ste in exclama>> 
tion or assertion, said Emily, endeavouring tp 
ponceal her emotion : if you are yet to learn bow 
dear you are, and ever must be, to iny heart, no 
assurances of mine can give you conviction. 

The last words faltered on her lips, and her tears 
^owed fast. These words and tears brought once 
more, and vritl^ instantaneous force, conviction of 
her love to ValancOurt. He could only exclaim, 
Emily ! Emily ! and weep over the hand l^e pressed 
fo his lips : but she, ait^r some inoments, ugain 
roused herself from the Indulgence of sorrow, and 



MTSTBBIBS OF UDOLPHO. £33 

said-^I mast leave you : it 18 late, and my absence 
from the chateau may be discovered. Thmk of me 
— ^love me — when I am far away: the belief of this 
' will be my coqafort ! 

Think of you ! — love you! exclaimed Valancourt. 

Try to moderate these transports, said EmiJy ; for 
my sake, try. 

For your sake 1 

Yes, for my sake, replied Emily in a tremulous 
voice : 1 cannot leave you thus ! 

Then do not leave me! said Valancourt with 
quickness. Why should we part, or part for longer 
Uian till to-morrow ? 

I am, indeed I am, unequal to these moments^ 
replied Emily ; you tear my heart ; but I never can 
consent to this hasty, imprudent proposal ! 

If we could command our time, my Emily, it 
should not be thus hasty : we must submit to cir«> 
cumstances. 

We must, indeed ! I have already told you all my 
heart. My spirits are gone. You allowed the force 
of my objections, till your tenderness called up 
vague terrors, which have given us both unneces* 
sary anguish. Spare me ! do not oblige me to repeat 
the reasons I have already urged. 

Spare you ! cried Valancourt. I am a wretch, a 
very wretch, that have felt only for myself !— I ! who 
oaght to have shown the fortitude of man, who 
ought to have supported you ; — 1 ! have increased 
your sufferings by the conduct of a child ! Forgive 
me, Emily ! — think of the distraction of my mmd, 
DOW that 1 am about to part with all that is dear to 
me, and forgive me 1 When you are gone, I shall 
recoAieqt with bitter remorse what I have made yott 
sufier, and shall wish in vain that I could see you, 
if only for a roonient, that I might soothe youlr 

grief. ' 

X 3 
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. Tealrs again interrupted his yoic^: and Emily 
wept with him. — I will show myself more worthy of 
your love, said Yalancourt, at length— rl will not 
prolong these moments. — My Emily 1 my own 
Emily ! never forget me ! God knows when we 

;«hall meet again ! I resign you to his care* -O 

God 1 O God ! protect and bless her !. 

He pressed her hand to his heart. Emily sunk 
filmQst lifeless on his bosom, and neither wept nor 
spoke. Valancourt, qow commanding his own di*- 
stress, tried to comfort and re-assure her : but she 
appeared totally unaffected by what he said ; and a 
sigh which she uttered now and then, was all that 
proved she Had not fainted, 

He supported her slowlv towards the chateau, 
weeping, and speaking to her ; but she answered 
only in sighs, till, having reached the gate that ter- 
minated the avenue, she seemed to have recovered 
her consciousness, and, looking round, perceived 
how near they were to the chateau.— We must part^ 
here, said she, stopping. Why prolong these mov 
ments ? Teach me the fortitude 1 have forgot* 
. Valancourt struggled to assume a composed air. 
.Farewell, my level said he in a voice of solemn 
tenderness — trust me, we shall meet again<^--4neet, 
•for each other. — meet to part no more ! His voice 
faltered; but recovering it, he proceeded in a firmer 
tone. You know not what I shall suffer till I hear 
from you : I bhall omit no opportunity of conveying 
to you my letters ; yet I tremble to think how few 
may occur. And trust me, love, for your dear sake 

I will try to bear this absence with fortitude O 

l^ow little I have shown to-night ! 

Farewell! said Emily faintly. When you are 
gone, I shall think of many things I would have said 
to yen.— And I of many, many I said Valancoart. I 
ji^Y^r l^ft you yet, th^t 1 did not immediately re* 
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taembertome question, or some entreaty, or some 
circumstance concemiDe my love, that I earnestly 
wished to mention, and felt wretched because I 
could not. O Emily 1 this countenance on which 
I now gaze, will in a moment be gone from my 
eyes, and not all the efforts of fancy will be able to 
recall it with exactness, O ! what an infinite dif- 
ference between this moment and the next ! —now, 
I am in your presence, can behold you ! thenf all 
will be a dreary blank, — and I shall be a wanderer, 
exiled from my only home 1 

Valancourt again pressed her to his heart, and 
held ber there in silence, weeping. Tears onoe 
again calmed her oppressed mind. They again bade 
each other farewell, lingered a moment, and then 
parted. Valancourt seemed to force himself from 
the spot— he passed hastily up the avenue; and 
Emily, as she mpved slowly towards the chateau, 
heapa his distant steps. She listened to tlie sounds 
as they sunk fainter and fainter, till the melancholy 
Stillness of night alone remained ; and then hurried 
to her chamber) to seek repose, which, alus 1 was 
4ed from her wretchedness. 



CHAPTER XV, 



Where'er I roam, whatever realms I see, 
My heart, untraveird, still shall turn to thee. 

Goldsmith. 

TiTE carriages were at the gates at an early hour. 
Tlie bustle of the doiiiestics passing to and fro in 
the galleries awakened En>ilv from harassing clum- 
bers: her unquiet u^ind haif during the night pre- 
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rented her with terrific images and obseui^ cifcumr 
stances concernins; her aiiection and her future life. 
She now endeavoured to chase away the impres- 
sions they had left on her fancy ; but from imagiiMb- 
ry evils she awoke to the consciousness of real 
ones. Recollecting that she had parted with Var 
lancourt, perhaps for ever, her h€»rt sickened aa 
memory revived. But she tried to ilismiss the disr 
jnal forebodings tliat crowded on her mind, and to 
restrain the sorrow which she could not subdue-^ 
efforts which diffused over the settled melancholy 
of her countenance an expression of tempered re* 
signation, as a thin veil, thrown over the features 6f 
beauty, renders them more interesting by a partial 
concealment. But Madame Montoni observed nor- 
thing in this countenance except its unusual pale- 
ness, which attracted her censure. She told hei^ 
ni^e that she had been indulging in fanciful sor«> 
rows, and begged she would have more regard for 
decorum, tlian to let the world see that she could 
pot renounce an improper attachment : at whick 
Emily's pale cheek became flushed with crimson— r- 
but it was the blush of pride — ^and she made no an** 
swer. Soon after, Montoni entered the breakfast 
room ; spoke little, and seemed impatient to be gone* 

The windows of this room opened upon the gar- 
den. As Emily passed them, sh^ saw the spot 
where she had parted with Valancourt on the pre- 
ceding night : the remembrance pressed heavily on 
her heart, and she turned hastily away from the 
object that had awakened it. 

The baggage beiifig at length adjusted, the tra- 
vellers entered their carriages ; and Emily would 
have lefl the chateau without one sigh of regret» 
had it not been situated in the neighbourhood of 
Valancourt's residence. 

l^rom a little eminencip sh^ looked back upon 
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Thoulouse, and the far-seen plains of Gascony, be* 
yond which the broken summits of the Pyrenees 
lappeared on the distant horizon, lighted up by a 
morning sun. Dear pleasant mountains ! said sha 
to herself, how long may it be ere I see you again} 
and how much may happen to make me miserable 
in the interval ! O, could I now be certain that ( 
should ever return to you, and find that Vafancourt 
still lived for me, I should go in peace ! He wil) 
still gaze on you — gaze, when I am far away ! 

The trees that impended over the high banks of 
the road, and formed aline of perspective with the 
distant country, now threat^nea to exclude the view 
of them ; but fiie blueish mountains still appeared 
beyond the dark foliage, and Emily continued to 
lean from the coach window till at length the clo^'* 
ing branches shut them from her sight. 

Another object soon caught her attention* She 
had scarcely looked at a person who walked along 
the bank, wifih his hat, in which was the military 
feather, drawn over his eyes, before, at the sound 
of wheels, he suddenly turned, and she perceived 
that it was Valanoourt himself, who waved his hand, 
sprung into the road, and through the window of 
the carriage put a letter into her hand. He endea- 
▼oured ^o smile through the despair that overspread 
his countenance as she passed on. , The remevn* 
brance of that smile seemed impressed on Emily's 
mind for ever^ She leaned from the window, and 
saw him on a knoll of the broken bank, leaning 
-against the high trees that waved over him^ and 
pursuing the carriage with his eyes. He waved his 
tiand, and she continued to gaze till distance con* 
fused his figure; and at length another turn of the 
•toad entirely separated him from her sight. 

Having stopped to take up Signer Cavigni at a 
(^afeau on tke t^d, tlje travellers, of whom Bmily 
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nras disrespectfully seated with Madame Monloiiifs 
woraan in a second carriage, pursued their way over 
the plains of Languedoc. The presence of this serr 
vaat restrained Emily from reading Valancourt's let- 
ter, for she did not choose to expose the emodons 
it might occasion to the observation of any person ; 
yet such was her wish to read this his last commu- 
nication, that her trembling hand was every momeat 
pn the point of breaking the seal. 

At length they reached the village ; where they 
staid only to change horses, without alighting ; and 
it was not till thev stopped to dine that Emily had 
on opportunity of reading the letter. Though she 
had never doubted the sincerity of Valancourt's af» 
fection, the fresh assurances she now received oi it 
revived her spirits ; she wept over his letter in tea* 
derness, laid it by to be referred to when they should 
be particularly depressed, and then thought of hira 
with much less anguish than she had done since 
they parted. Among some other requests which 
were interesting to her, because expressive of his 
tenderness, and because a compliance with them 
seemed to annihilate for a while the pain of absence^ 
he entreated she would always think of him at sun* 
aet. You will then meet me in thought, said he : I 
ahall constantly watch the sun-set ; and I shall be 
happy in th6 belief that your eyes are fixed upon the 
same object with mine, and that our minds are conr 
versing. You know not, Emily, the comfort I pro- 
mise myself from these moments ; but 1 trust you 
will experience it. 

1 1 is unnecessary to say with what emotion Emily^ 
on this evening, watched the declining sun, over e 
long extent of plains, on which she saw it set with* 
out interriiptimi, and sink towards the province 
ivhich Valancourt inhabited. After this hour, her 
miod became far more tranquil and resigned thao i% 
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kid been sifice the marriage of Montoni tind her 
aufik 

Daring several days the travellers journeyed over 
the pdains of Languedoc ; and then entering Dau« 
phiny, and winding for some time among the moun- 
tains of that romantic province, they quitted their 
carriages, and began to ascend the Alps. And here 
Aieh scenes of sublimity opened upon them, as no 
colours of language must dare to paint! Emily's 
mind was even so much engaged with new and won- 
derful images, that they sometimes banished the 
idea of Valancourt, though they more frequently 
revived it. These brought to her recollection the 
prospects among the Pyrenees, which they had ad« 
mired together, and had believed nothing could 
excel in grandeur. How often did she wish to ex- 
press to him the new emotions which this astonish* 
m^ scenery awakened, and that he could partake of 
them ! Sometimes too she endeavoured to antici- 
pate his remarks, and almost imagined him present* 
She seemed to have arisen into another world, and 
to iiave left every trifling thought, every trifling 
sentiment, in that below : those only of grandeur 
and sublimity now dilated her mind, and elevated 
die afiections of her heart. 

With what emotions of sublimity, softened by 
tenderness, did she meet Valancourt in thought, at 
the eustomary hour of sun-set, when, wandering 
among the Alps, she watched the glorious orb sink 
amid their summits, his last tints die away on their 
snowy points, and a solemn obscurity steal over the 
scene! And when the last gleam had faded, she 
turned her eyes from the west with somewhat of 
Uie melancholy regret that is experienced after the 
departure of a beloved friend ; while these londy 
feelings were heightenedr by the spreading gloom, 
and by the low sounds heard only when darknesa" 



confines attention, whidnoiade the general Btil 
more impressive— cleaves shook by the air, the last 
of the breeze that lingers after sun-set^ or th« mur* 
mur of distant streams. 

During the first days of this journey among the 
Alps, the scenery exhibited a wonderful mixture of 
Sohtude and inhabitation, of cultivation and b^rr^i'*. 
Dess« On the edge of tremendous precipices, and 
within the hollow of the cliffs, below which the 
clouds often floated, were seen villages, spires, and 
convent towers; while green pastures and vineyards 
iftpread their hues at the feet of perpendicular rocks 
of marble or of granite, whose points, tufted with 
Alpine shrubs, or exhibiting only massy crags, rose 
iCbove each other, till they terminated in the snow-^ 
topt mountains, whence the torrent fell that tlum- 
dered along the valley. > 

The snow was not yet melted on the summit of 
Mount Cenis, over which the travellers passed ; bul 
Emily, as she looked upon its clear lake and cxtend«> 
ed plain, surrounded by broken cliffs, saw, in ima^ 
gination, the verdant beauty it would exhibit when 
thb snows should be gone, and the shepherds, lead- 
ing up the midsummer flocks from Piedmont to 
pasture on its flowery summit^ should add Arcadi% 
an figures to Arcadian landscape. 

As she descended on the Italian side, the preci- 
pices became still more tremendo.us, and the pro- 
ispects still more wild and majestic ; over which the 
shifting lights threw all the pomp of colouring,. 
Emily delighted to observe* the snowy tops of the. 
mountains under the passing influenceof the ^ay^^ 
blusliing with morning, glowing with the bright- 
ness of noon, or just tinted with the purple even- 
ing. The haunt of man could now only be disco- 
vered by the simple hut of the shepherd aqd the 
hunter, or by the rough pine-bridge tjirown across 



ttie torrent^ to assist the latter in his chase of the 
chamois over crags, where, but for this vestige ot 
roan, it would have been believed only the chamois 
or ihe wolf dared to venture. As Emily gazed upon 
one of these perilous bridges, with th6 cataract 
foaming beneath it, some images came to her niind^ 
which she afterwards combined in the following 

STORfED SONNET. 

The Weai^ ttavdler, who all night long 
Has dimb'd among the Alps* tremendous steeps, 
Skirting the pathless precipice, where throng 
Wild forms of danger; as he qnWard creeps. 
If, chance, his a&kious eye at distance sees 
The mountain-shephefd*s selitarj home 
Peeping from forth the moon-illumined trees, 
Whttt sudden transports to his bosom come ! 
But if between some hideous chasm yawn, 
Wliere the cleft pine a doubtful bridge displays, 
. In dreadful silence, on the brink, forlorn 
He stands, and views, in the faint ra^s, 
Far, far below the torrent's rising surge, 
And ystens to the wild impetuous roar; 
Still eyes the depth, still shudders on the verge^ 
tears to return^ nor dares to venture o'er. 
Desperate, at length the tottering plank he tries, 
Hia^weak steps sUde, he shrieks, he sinks— he dies! 

Emily, often as she travelled among the clouds^ 
watched in silent awe their billowy surges rolling 
below: sometimes, wholly closing upon the scene^ 
they appeared like a world of chaos ; and at others,, 
spreading thinly, they opened and admitted partial 
catches of the landscape — the torrent, whose a« 
stounding roar had never failed, tumbling down the 
rocky chasm, huge cli^ white with snow, or the 
dark summits of the pine forests that stretched mid- 
way down the mountains. But who may describe 
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her rapture, when, having passed throag;fa a seCof 
vapour, she caught a first view of Italy; when, 
from the ridge of one of those tremendous precipices 
that hang upon Mount Cebis aftd guard the en* 
trance of that enchanting country, she looked down 
through the lower clouds, and, as they floated away» 
saw the grassy vales of Piedmont at her feet, and 
beyond, the plains of Lombardy extending to the 
furthest distance,, at which appeared, on the faint 
horizon, the doubtful towers of Turin ! 

The solitary grandeur of the objects that imme- 
diately surrounded her — the mountain r^ion tower- 
ing above; the deep precipices that fell beneath; the 
waving blackness of the forests of pine and oak, 
which skirted their feet, or hung within their re^ 
cesses ; the headlong torrents that, dashing among 
their cliffs, sometimes appeared like a cloud of mist, 
at others like a sheet of ice — ^these were features 
which received a higher character of sublimity from 
the reposing beauty of the Italian landscape befow, 
stretching to the wide horizon, where the saine 
melting blue tint seemed to unite earth and sky. 

Madame Montoni only shuddered as she looked 
down precipices near whose edge the chairmen trot- 
ted as lightly and swiftly, almost, as the chamois 
bounded ; and from which Emily, too, recoiled ; 
but with her fears were mingled such various emo- 
tions of delight, such admiration, astonishment, 
and awe, as she had never experienced before. 

Meanwhile, the carriers, having come to a land- 
ing place, stopped to rest ; and the travellers being 
seated on the point of a clift^ Montoni and Cavigni 
renewed a dispute concerning Hannibal's passage , 
over the Alps — Montoni contending that he entered 
Italy by way of Mount Cenis ; and Cavigni^ that he 
passed over iMount St. Bernard. Thesubjectbrougfat 
to Ecmfy'i imngtnation Uie disasters he had suflfered 
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in this bold and perilous adventure. She saw hb 
vast armies winuing among the defiles, and ovet 
the tremendous clifis of the mountains, which at 
night were lighted up by his fires, or by the torches 
whicli he caused to be carried when he pursued his 
indefatigable march. In the eye of fancy, she perr 
ceived uie gleam of arms through the duskiness of 
liight, the glitter of spears and helmets, and the 
burners floating dimly on the twilight ; while now 
and then the blast of a distant trumpet echoed 
along the defile, and the signal was answered by a 
momentary clash of arms* She looked with horror 
upon the mountaineers, perched on the higher difi, ^ 
assailing the troops below with broken fragments of 
the mountain ; on soldiers and elephants tumblipg 
headlong down the lower precipices; and, as she 
listened to the rebounding rocks that followed their 
fall, the terrors of fancy yielded to those of reality, 
and she shuddered to behold herself on the dizzy 
height whence she had pictured the descent of 
others. 

Madame Montoni, meantime, as she looked upon 
Italy, was contemplating, in imagination, the splen^ 
dour of palaces and the grandeur of castles, such at 
she believed she was going to be mistress of at Ye* 
pice and in the Apennine ; and she became, iif 
Jdea, little less than a princess. Being no longer 
under the alarms which had deterred her from gi\k 
ing entertainments to the beauties of Thoulouse, 
whom Montoni had mentioned with more eclat to 
bis own vanity than credit to their discretion or re<r 
gard to truth, she determined to give concertSs 
though she had neither ear nor taste for music| 
conversazioni y though she had no talents for con? 
versation ; and to outvie, if possible, in the gaieties 
of her parties and the magnificence of her liveriesi 
all the noblesse of Venice. This blissful reverie WM 
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fiotnewhat obscured, when she recollected the signor* 
her husband, who, though he was not averse to the 
profit which sometimes results from such parties, 
had always shown a contempt of the frivolous parade 
that sometimes attends them; till sh^ considered 
that his pride might be gratified by displaying 
among his own friends, in his native city, the wealth 
which he had neglected in France ; and she courted 
again the splendid illusions that had charmed her 
before* 

The travellers, as they descended, gradually ex» 
changed the region of winter for the genial warmth 
and beauty of spring. The sky began to assume 
that serene and beautiful tint peculiar to the climatp 
of Italy ; patches of young verdure, fragrant shruba 
and flowers, looked gaily among the rocks, often 
fringing tKeir rugged brows, or hanging in tufts 
from their broken sides ; and the buds of the oak 
and mountain-ash were expanding into foliage. De* 
flcending lower, the orange and the myrtle every 
now and then appeared in some sunny nook, with 
their yellow blossoms peeping from among thetlark 

freen of their leaves, and mingling with theaparlet 
owers of the pomegranate and the paler ones of 
the arbutus, that ran mantling to the crags above s 
>^hile, low^ still, spread the pastures of Piedmont, 
where early flocks were cropping the luxuriant 
herbage of spring. 

The river Doria, which, rising on the summit of 
Mount Cenis, had dashed for many leagues over the 
precipices that bordered the road, now began to as- 
sume a less impetuous, though scarcely less romantic 
>chai'aGter,as it approached thegreen valleys of Pied-r 
mont, into which the travellers descended with the 
evening sun ; and Emily found herself once more 
amid the tranquil beauty of pastoral scenery; among 
^ocks and herds* and slopes tufted with woods qf 
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lively verdure, and with beftutiful shrubs, such as she 
had often seen waving luxuriantly over the Alps 
abcNire. The verdure of the pasturage, now varied 
with the hues of early flowers, among which were 
yellow ranunculuses and pansey violets of delicious 
fragrance, she had never seen excelled. — ^Eroily al« 
most wished to become a peasant of Piedmont, to 
inhlibit one of the pleasant embowered cottages 
which she saw peeping beneath the cliffs, and to 
pass her careless hours among these romantic land- 
scapes. To the hours, the months, she was to pass 
under the dominion of Montoni she looked with 
apprehension ; while those which were departed she 
remembered with regret and sorrow. 

In the {jxesent scenes her fancy often gave her 
the figure of Valancourt, whom she saw on a point 
of the cliffs gazing with awe and admiration at the 
imagery around him; or wandering pensively along 
the vale below, frequently pausing to look back 
upon the scenery; and then, his countenance glow« 
ing with the poet's fire, pursuing his way to some 
overhanging height. Wnen she again considered 
the time and the distance that were to separate 
them, that every step she now took lengthened thin 
distance, her heart sunk, and the surrounding land* 
scape charmed her no more. 

The travellers, passing Novalesa, reached, after 
the evening had closed, the small and ancient town 
of Susa> which had formerly guarded this pass of the 
Alps into Piedmont. The heights which command 
it, had, smpe the invention of artillery, rendered its 
fortifications useless ; but these romantic heights, 
seen by moon-light, with the town below surrounded 
by its wallsand watch-towers, and partially illumined^ 
exhibited an interesting picture to Emily, Here 
they rested for the night, at an inn which had little 
accommodation to boast of; but the trayeUert 
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brought with them the hunger that gives delicioaa 
flavour to the coarsest viands, and the weariness that 
ensures repose; and here Emily first caught a strain 
of Italian music on Italian ground. As she sat, 
after supper, at a little window that opened upon 
the country, observing an effect of the raoon^Iight 
on the broken surface of the mountains, and re« 
membering that on such a night as this she once had 
sat with her father and Yalancourt resting upon a 
cliff of the Pyrenees, she heard from below the^ 
long-drawn notes of a violin, of such tone and deli- 
cacy of expression as harmonized exactly with the 
tender emotions she was indulging, and both charm- 
ed and surprised her. Cavigni, who approached the 
window, smiled at her surprise. This is nothing 
extraordinary, said he; you will hear the same, per- 
haps, at every inn in our way. It is one of our land- 
lord's family who plays, I doubt not. Emily, as she 
listened, thought he could be scarcely less than a 
professor of music whom she heard: and the sweet 
and plaintive strains soon lulled her into a reverie ; 
from which she was very unwillingly roused by the 
raillery of Cavigni, and by the voice of Montoni, 
who gave orders to a servant to have the carriages 
ready at an early hour- on the following morning, 
and added, that he meant to dine at Turin. 

Madame Montoni was exceedingly rejoiced to be 
once more on level ground; and after giving a long 
detail of the various terrors she had sufiered, which 
she forgot that she was describing to the compa- 
nions of her dangers, she added a hope that she 
should soon be beyond the view of these horrid 
mountains, Which all the world, said she, should not 
tempt me to cross again. Complaining of fatigue, 
she soon retired to rest, and Emily withdrew to her 
own room ; when she understood from Annette, her 
aunt's woman, that Cavigni was nearly right in ^ 
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coBJecture eoDcerning the ra usician who had awaken- 
ed the violin with so much taste, for that he was the 
son of a peasant inhabiting the neighbouring valley. 
He is going to the Carnival at Venice, added An- 
nette ; for they say he has a fine hand at playing, 
and will get a world of money ; and the Carnival is 
just going to begin : but for my part, I should like 
to live among these pleasant woods and hills, better 
than in a town; and they say, Ma*amselle, we shall 
see no woods or hills, or fields, at Venice, for that it 
is built in the very middle of the sea. 

Emily agreed with the talkative Annette, that this 
young man was making a change for the worse ; 
and could not forbear silently lamenting that he 
should be drawn from the innocence and beauty of 
these scenes, to the corrupt ones of that voluptuous 
city. 

When she was alone, unable to sleep, the land- 
scapes of her native home, with Valancourt, and the 
circumstances of her departure, haunted her fancy: 
she drew pictures of social happiness amidst the 
grand simplicity of nature, such as she feared she 
had bade farewell to for ever ; and then the idea of 
this young Piedmontese, ' thus ignorantly sporting 
with his happiness, returned to her thoughts ; and 
glad to escape a while from the pressure of nearer 
interests, she indulged her fancy in composing the 
following lines : 

THE PIEDMONTESE. 

Ah, merry swain ! who laugh*d along the vales, 
And with your gay pipe made the mountains ring. 
Why leave your cot, your woods, and thymy gales, 
And friends beloved, for aught that wealth can bring ! 
He goes to wake o*er moon-light seas the string'^t 
Venetian gold his untausht fancy hails ! 
Yet oft of home his simple carols sing, 
, And his 5tep6 pause^ as the last Alp he scales. 
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Once more be turns to viiew hi^ native sc^iie*— 

iFafy far below, as roll the cloiids away. 

He spies his cabin *mid the pine-tops green, 

The well-known woods, clear brook, and pastures ^y ^ 

And thinks of friends and parents Ic^ behind^ 

Of sylyan revels, dance, and festive song ; 

And hears the funt reed swelling in the wind| 

And his sad sighs the dist^t notes prolong { 

Thus went the swain, till mountain-shadows fell| 

And dimm'd the landscape to his aching sight : 

And must he leave the vales he loves' so well ? 

Can foreign wealth, and shows, his heart delight ? 

Ko, happy vales ! your wild rocks, still shall hear 

His pipe light sounding on the morning breeze ; 

Still shall he lead the flocks to streamlet clear, 

And watch at eve beneath the western trees. 

Away, Venetian gold— your charm is o*er ! 

And now his swift step seeks the lowland bowers. 

Where, through the leaves, his cpttage light once mom 

Guides him to happy friends and jocund hours. 

Ah, merry swain ! that laugh along the vales, 

And with your gay pipe make the mountains ring, 

Ycmr cot, your woods, your thymy-scented gales, 

Aud friend« belov^, mor^ joy th^ wealth* can bring; \ 
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CHAPTER XVI, 

mf^nia. If you will patiently dance in our rounds 

And see our moon-light revels, go with us« 

iM^nsuMMEB, Night's Dbkax% 

^Earlv pD the following morning the travellers 8e| 
pyt for Turin. The luxuriant plain that extends 
from the feet of the Alps to that magnificent city, 
was not then, as now, shaded by an avenue of trees 
pine miles in length ; but plantations of olives, mul- 
berry, and palms, festooned with vines, mingled 
with the '^toral scenery through which the rapid 
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Poy after its descent from the mountains, wandered 
$19 meet the humble Doria at Turin. As they ad* 
.vanced towards the city, the Alps, seen at some di^ 
stance, began to appear in all their awful sublimity s 
chain rising over chain in long succession, their 
liigher points darkened by the hovering clouds, 
sometimes hid, and at others seen shoot mg up far 
above them ; while their lower steeps, broken into 
£intastic forms, were touched with blue and purplish 
tints, which, as they changed in light and shade, 
eeemed to open new scenes to the eye. To the east 
stretched the plains of Lombardy, with the towers 
of Turin rising at a distance; and beyond, the Apen* 
nines bounding the horizon. 

The eeneral magnificence of that city, with its 
vistas of churches and palaces branching from the 
grand square^ each opening to a landscape of the 
distant Alps or Apennines, was not only such as 
£mily had never seen in France, but such as she 
had never imagined. 

Montoni, who had been often at Turin, and cared 
little about views of any kind, did not comply with 
his wife's request that they might survey some of 
ihe palaces ; but staying only till the necessary re* 
freshments could be obtained, they set forward for 
Venice with all possible rapidity. Montoni's man- 
ner during this journ^ was gravd^ and even 
haughty ; and towards Madame Montoni he was 
more especially reserved ; but it was not the reserve 
of respect, so much as of pride and discontent. Of 
Emily he took little notice. With Cavigni his con- 
versations were commonly on political or military 
tofHCS, such as the convulsed state of their country 
rendered at this time particularly interesting. Emily 
observed that, at the mention of any daring exploit, 
Montoni's eyes lost their suUenness, and seemed in- 
fitantaneoiisly to gleam with fire ; yet they still re* 
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tained Bomewhat of a lurking cunning, and ahe 
sometimes thought that their fire partook more «iiF 
the glare of malice than the brightnetfs of valour, 
though the Ifltter ivould well have harmonized with 
the high chivalric air of his figure, in which Cavi* 
gni, with all his gay and gallant manners, was hia 
Kiferior. ' 

On entering the Milanese, the gentlemen ex« 
changed their French hats for the Italian cap of 
scarlet cloth embroidered ; and Emily was some<* 
what surprised to observe that Montoni added to 
his the military plume, while Cavigni retained only 
the feather which was usually worn with- such caps ) 
but she at length concluded that Montoni assumed 
this ensign of a soldier for convenience, as a meana 
of passing with more safety through a country over- 
run with parties of the military. 

Over the beautiful plains ot this country the de- 
vastations of war were frequently visible. Wher© 
the lands had not been suffered to lie uncultivatedi 
they were oAen tracked with the steps of the spoiler; 
the vines were torn down from the branches tha^ 
had supported them, the olives trampled upon the 
ground, and even the groves of mulberry- trees badl 
been hewn by the enemy to light fire^ that destroy- 
ed the hamlets and villages of their owners, Emily 
turned her d^es with a sigh from these painful ves- 
tiges of contention, to the Alps of the Grison, thac 
overlooked them to the nortli, whose awful solitudea 
seemed to offer to persecuted man a secure asylumi, 

The travellers frequently distinguished troops of 
soldiers moving at a distance : and they experienced 
at the little inns on the road the scarcity of provi- 
aion, and other inconveniencies which are a part of 
the consequence of intestine war ; but they had 
never reason to be much alarmed for their immediate 
paf^y, and they {mssed on to Mjlan with little ia- 
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ferruption of any kind, where they staid not to sur« 
Tey the grandeur of the city, or even to view ita 
vast cathedral which was then building. 

Beyond Milan, the country wore the aspect of a 
ruder. devastation ; and though every thing seemed 
BOW quiet, the repose was Hke that of death spread 
over features which retain the impression of the 
hist convulsions. 

It was not till they had passed the eastern limita 
of the Milanese, that the travellers saw any troopa 
since they had lefl Milan; when, as the evening was 
drawing to a close, they descried what appeared to 
be an army winding onward along the distant plains, 
whose spears and other arms caught the last rays of 
the sun. As the column advanced through a part 
of the road contracted between two hillocks, some 
of the commanders on horseback were distinguish* 
ed on a small eminence, pointing and making sig« 
nals for the march ; while several of the officers 
were riding along the line, directing its progress ac« 
cording |o the signs communicated by those above; 
and others, separating from the vanguard, which 
had emerged from the pass, were riding carelessly 
along the plains at some distance to the right of 
the army. 

As they drew nearer, Montoni, distinguishing the 
feathers that waved in tfaieir caps, and the banners 
and liveries of the bands that followed them, thought 
he knew this to be the small army commanded by 
the famous captain Utaldo, with whom, as well as 
wiUi some of tne other chiefs, he was personally ac- 
quainted. He therefore gave orders that the car- 
riages should draw up by the side of the road, to 
await their arrival, and give them the pass. A faint 
^rafn of martial music now stole by ; and gradually ^ 

strengthening as the troops approached, Emily di- f* 

stinguished the drums and trumpets, with th# clash 
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of cymbals and of arms tbat were struck by a smai^ 
party in time to the mareb. 

Montoni being now certain that tbese were the 
bands of the tictorjous Utaldo, leaned from the car- 
riage window, and hailed their general by waving 
his cap in the air ; which compliment the chief re« 
turned by raising his spear, and then letting it down 
again suddenly, while some of his officers, who were 
riding at a distance from the troopis, came iq;> to the 
carriage and saluted Montoni as an old acquaint- 
ance. The captain himsdf soon afler arriving, hia 
ban()8 halted while he conversed with- Montoni^ 
whom he appeared much rejoiced to see ; and from 
what he said, Emily understood that this was a vic- 
torious army returning into their own principality ; 
while the numerous waggons that accompanied' 
them contained the rich spoils of the enemy, titeir 
own wounded soldiers, and the prisoners they faadi 
taken in battle, who were to be ransomed when the 
peace, then negotiating between the neighbouriiM^ 
states, should be ratified* The chiefs on the ibU 
lowing day were to separate, and each taking h'm 
share of the spoil was to return with his own band 
to his castle* This was therefore to be an evening 
of uncommon and general festivity, in commemonw 
tion of the victory they had accomplished together, 
and of the farewell which the commanders were 
about to take of each other. 

Emily, as these officers conversed with Montoni^ 
observed with admiration, tinctured with awe, their 
high martial air, mingled with the haughliness of 
the noblesse of those days, and heightened by the 
gallantry of their dress, by the plumes towering ott 
their caps, the armorial ooat, Persian sash, and an- 
cient Spanish doak. Utaldo, telling Montoni that 
his army were going to encamp for the night nefur 
a village at only a few miles distanccy invited him. 



MYSTBBIfiS 07 0DOLPRO. SdS 

to turn back and partake of their festivity, assuring 
the ladies also, that they should be pleasantly ac«* 
commodated : but Montoni excused himself, add- 
ing, that it was his design to reach Verona that 
evening ; and after, some conversation concerning 
the state of the country towards that city, they 
parted. 

The travellers proceeded without any interrupt 
lion ; but it was some hours afler sunset before they 
arrived at Verona, whose beautiful environs were 
therefore not seen by Emily till the following 
morning; when, leavmg that pleasant town at 
an early hour, they set off for Pr.dua, where they 
embarked on the Brenta for Venice. Here the scene 
was entirely changed ; no vestiges of war, such as 
had deformed the plains of the Milanese, appeared ; 
on the contrary, all was peace and elegance. The 
verdant banks of the Brenta exhibited a continued 
landscape of beauty, gaiety, and splendour. Emily 
gazed with admiration on the villas of the Venetian 
noblesse, with their cool porticos and colonnades, 
i9verhung with poplars and cypresses of majestic 
height and lively verdure ; on their rich orangeries, 
whose blossoms perfumed the air; and on the luxu-^ 
riant willows, that dipped their light leaves in the 
wav€, and sheltered from the sun the gay parties 
whose music came at intervals on the breeze. The 
Carnival did, indeed, appear to extend from Ve- 
nice along the whole line of these enchanting shores ; 
the river was gay with boats passing to that city, 
exhibiting tlie fantastic diversity of a masquerade 
in the dresses of the people within them ; and to- 
wards evening, groups of dancers frequently were 
seen beneath the trees. 

Cavigni meanwhile informed her of the names 
of the noblemen to M'hom the several villas they 
passed belonged^ adding light sketches of their icha- 

VOL. XLV. Z 
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jactersy such as served to amuse rather than to in« 
form, exhibitiog his own wit instead of the delme- 
ation of truth. Emily was sometimes diverted by 
his conversation ; but his gaiety did not entertaidr 
Madame Montoni as it had formerly done; she 
was frequently grave, and Montoni retained bis 
usual reserve. 

Nothing could exceed Emily's admiration on her 
first view of Venice, with its islets, palaces, and 
towers rising out of the sea, whose clear surface re* 
fleeted the tremulous picture in all its colours. Tho 
Buiif sinking in the west, tinted the waves and the 
lofty mountains of Friuli, which skirt the northern 
shores of the Adriatic, with a saffiron glow, while 
on the marble porticos and colonnades of St. Mark 
were thrown the rich lights and shades of evening. 
As they glided on, the grander features of this city 
appeared more distinctly: its terraces, crowned 
with airy yet majestic fabrics, touched, as they now 
were, with the splendour of the setting sun, a]^- 
peared as if they had been called up from the oceaa 
by the wand of an enchanter, rather than reared by^ 
mortal hands. 

The sun, soon after, sinking to the lower worlds 
the shadow of the earth stole gradually over the 
waves, and then up the towering sides of the moud* 
tains of Friuli, till it extinguished even tlie last 
upward beams that had lingered on their summits^ 
and the melancholy purple of evening drew over 
them, like a thin veil. How deep, how beautiful 
•was the tranquillity that wrapped the scene! Aljl 
nature seemed to repose ; the finest emotions of the 
aoul were alone awake. Emily's eyes filled with 
tears of admiration and sublime devotion, as i^ 
raised them over the sleeping world to the vast hea- 
vens, and heard the. notes of solemn music that 
%toLe over the water? from a 4u|tanqe. She listened 
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in Btiil rapture, and no perdon of the party broke 
the ckarin by an inquiry. The sounds seemed to 
grow on the air; for so fimoothiy did the bargfs 
jglide along, that its motion vas not perceivable, 
and the fairy city appeared approaching to welcome 
the strangers. They now distinguished a female 
voice, accompanied by a few instruments, singing 
a sofl and mournful air ; and its fine expression, as 
sometimes it seemed pleading with the impassioned 
tenderness of love, and then ianguisliing into the 
cadence of hopeless grief, declared that it flowed 
from no feigned sensibility. Ah ! thought Emily^ 
as she sighed and remembered Valancourt, those 
strains come firom the heart ! 

She loolced round with anxious inquiry; the 
deep twiliffht that had fallen over the scene, hd» 
mitted osuy imperfect images to the eye, but at 
some distance on the sea she thought she perceived 

9 gondola: a chorus of voices and instruments now 
swelled on the air — so sweet, so solemn ! it seemed 
like the hymn of angels descending through the si- 
lence of night ! Now it died away, and fancy al- 
most beheld the holy choir reascending towardi 
Jbeaven ; then again it swelled with the breeze, trem- 
bled awhile, and again died into silence. It brought 

10 Emily's recollection some lines of her late father, 
sad she repeated in a low voice^ 



Oft I hear, 

Upon the silence of the midnight air, 
Celestial voices su'ell in holy chorus, 
That bears the soul tp heaven i 



The deep stillness that succeeded was as expres- 
nve as the strain that had just ceased. It was unin- 
terrupted for several minutes, till a general sigh 
seemed to release the company from their enchant* 

z2 
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snent. Eouly, however, long indulged the pleiuing 
madness that had stolen upon her spirits ; but the 
gay and busy scene that appeared, as the barge ap- 
proached St. Mark*s Place, at length roused her at- 
tention. The rising moon, which threw a shadowy 
light upon the terrace, and illumined the porticos 
and magnificent arcades that crowned them, dis- 
covered the various company, whose light steps, sod 
guitars, and softer voices, echoed through the co- 
lonnades. 

The music they heard before now passed Monto- 
iii*s barge in one of the .gondolas, of which several 
were seen skimming along the moon-light sea, full 
of gay parties, catching the cool breeze. Most oC 
these had music, made sweetjer by the waves over 
which it floated, and by the measured sound of 
oars as they dashed the sparkling tide* Emily 
gazed, and listened, and thought herself in 4 
fairy scene: even Madame M on toni was pleased ; 
Montoni congratulated himself on his return to 
Venice, which he called the first city in the worldi 
jind Cavigni was more gay and animated than 
fBver. 

The barge passed on to the grand canal, where 
Montoni*s mansion was situated. And here, other 
forms of beauty and of grandeur, such as her ima« 
gination had never painted, were unfolded to Emily 
in the palaces of Sansovino and Paliadio, as she gli- 
ded along the waves. The air bore no sounds but 
those of sweetness, echoing along each margin of 
the canal, and from gondolas on its surface, while 
croups of masks were seen dancing on the moon- 
light terraces, and seemed almost to realize the ro« 
jMance of fairy-land. 

The barge stopped before the portico of a large 
house, from whence a servant of Montoni crossed 
iii& terrace^ and immediately the party disembarked* 
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From the portico they passed a noble hall to a stair*' 
case of marble, which led to a saloon fitted up in a 
style of magnificence that surprised Emily. The 
vails and ceiling were adorned with historical and 
all^orical paintings in Jresco; siJver tripods, de« 
pending from chains of the same metal, illumined 
the apartment, the fioor of which was covered with 
Indian mats painted in a variety of colours and de- 
vices ; the couches and drapery of the lattices were 
of pale green silk, embroidered and fringed with 
green and gold. Balcony lattices opened upon the 
grand canal, whence rose a confusion of voices and 
of musical instruments, and the breeze that gave 
freshness to the apartment* Emily, considering the 
gloomy temper of Montoni, looked upon the splen* 
did furniture of his htiuse with surprise, and re- 
membered the report of his being a man of broken 
fortune, witlyastonishment. Ah ! said she to her- 
self, if Yalancourt could but see this mansion, what 
peace would it give him ! He would then be con- 
vinced that the report was groundless. 

Madame Montoni seemed to assume the airs of a 
princess ; but Montoni was restless and discontented, 
and did not even observe the civility of bidding her 
welcome to her home. 

Soon after his arrival, he ordered his gondola, 
and, with Cavigni, weiit out to mingle in the scenes 
of the evening. Madame then became serious and 
thoughtful. Emily, who was charmed with every 
thing she saw, endeavoured to enliven her ; but re- 
flection had not, with Madame Montoni, subdued 
caprice and ill-humour ; and her answers discovered 
so much of both, that Emily gave up the attempt 
of diverting her, and witlidrew to a lattice, to amuse 
hersdlf with the scene without, so new and so en- 
chanting. 

The Srst object that attracted her notice was a 

z$ 
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group of dancers on the terrace below, led by a gui* 
tar and some other instruments. The girl who 
struck the guitar, and another who flourished a 
tamborine, passed on in a dancing step, and with a 
light grace and gaiety of heart that would have 
subdued the goddess of spleen in her worst humour* 
ikfter these came a group of fantastic figures, some 
.dressed as gondolieri, others as minstrels, while 
others seemed to defy all description. They sung 
in parts, their voices accompanied by a few soft in« 
struments. At a little distance from the portico 
they stopped, and Emily distinguished the verses of 
Ariosto. They sung of the wars of the Moors 
against Charlemagne, and then of the woes of Or- 
lando : afterwards the measure changed, and the 
melancholy sweetness of Petrarch succeeded. The 
magic of his grief was assisted by all that Italian 
expression, heightened by the enchantments of Ve^ 
netian moon-light, could give. 
. Emily, as she listened, caught the pensive entbu<* 
siasm ; her tears flowed silently, while her fancy 
bore her far away to Prance and to Valancourt. 
Each succeeding sonnet, more full of charming sad-t 
ness than the last, seemed to bind the spell of me- 
lancholy I with extreme regret she saw the musi« 
cians move on, and her attention followed the strain 
till the last faint warble died in air. She then re- 
ll^ained sunk in that pensive tranquillity which soft 
music leaves on the mind — a state like that pro- 
duced by the view of a beautiful landscape by moon<^ 
light, or by the recollection of scenes marked with 
the tenderness of friends lost for ever, and with 
sorrows which time has mellowed into mild regret. 
Such scenes are indeed) to the mind, like those ^nt 
traces which the memory bears of music that is past, 
Gther sounds soon awakened her attention : it; 

wai ibt Mlmn lutrmony of horns^ that swelled frgoi 
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fl distance; and observing the gondolas arrange 
Aemselves along the margin of the terraces, she 
threw on her veil, and, stepping into the balcony, 
discerned in the distant perspective of the canal 
something like a procession floating on the light 
surface of the water : as it approached, the horns 
and other instruments mingled sweetly; and soon 
after, the fabled deities ot the city seemed to have 
arisen from the ocean ; for Neptune, with. Venice 
personified as his queen, came on the undulating 
waves, surrounded by tritons and sea-nymphs. The 
&ntastic splendour of this spectacle, together with, 
the grandeur of the surrounding palaces, appeared 
like the vision of a poet suddenly embodied ; and 
the fanciful images which it awakened in Emily's 
mind, lingered there long after tlie procession had 
passed away. She indulged herself in imagining 
what might be the manners and delights of a sea- 
oymph, till she almost wished to throw off the ha- 
bit of mortality, and plunge into the green wave ta 
participate them. 

How delightful, said she, to live amidst the coral 
bowers and crystal caverns of the ocean, with my 
sister nymphs, and listen, to the spunding waters 
above, and to the soft shells' of the tritons ! and. 
then, after sun-set, to skim on the surface of the 
waves rouAd wild rocks and along seq uestered shores, 
where, perhaps, some pensive wanderer comes to 
weep ! Then would I soothe his sorrows with my 
sweet music, and offer him from a shell some of the 
delicious fruit that hangs round Neptune's palace. 

She was recalled from her reverie to a mere mor- 
tal supper, and could not forbear smiling at the 
fancies she had been indulging, and at her convic- 
tion of the serious displeasure whibh Madame Mon- 
toni would have expressed, could she have beeo 
made acquainted with tli^m* 
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Af^er supper, her aunt sat I^te; but Montoni dkt 
not return, and she at length retired to rest. If 
Emily had admired the magnificence of the saloon,' 
she was not less surprised on observing tbe half- 
furnished and forlorn appearance of the apartmentr 
she passed in the way to her chamber, whither she 
Went through long suits of noble rooms, that seem- 
cd, from their desolate aspect, to have been unoc* 
^upied for many years. On the walls of some were 
the faded remains of tapestry ; from others, paint- 
ed in JrescOf the damps had almost withdrawn both 
colours and design. At length she reached her 
pwn chamber, spacious, desol&e, ^nd lofty like the 
rest, with high lattices that opened towards the 
Adriatic. It brought gloomy images to her mind ; 
but the view of the Adriatic soon gave her others 
more airy, among which was that of the sea-nymph, 
whose delights she had before amused herself with 
picturing ; and anxious to escape fVom serious re- 
flections, she now endeavoured to throw her fanci- 
ful ideas into a train, and concluded the hour with 
composing the following lines : 

THE SEA-NYMPH. 

Down, down a thousand fathom deep, 
Among the sounding seas I go ; • 

Flay round the foot of every steep 
Whose cli£b tibove the ocean grow. 

liiere, within their secret caves, 

I hear the mighty rivers roar ! 

And guide their streams through Neptune*s wa^peK 

To bless the green earth's inmost shore : 

And bid the freshened waters glide. 
For f^m-crown'd nymphs of lake, or brodk, 
Through winding woods and pastures wide> 
And many a wild, romcUitic nook. 
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For this the nymphs at fall of eve 
Oft dance upon Uie flowery banks, 
And sing nay name) and garlands weave 
To bear beneath the wave their thanks. 

In coral bowers I love to lie» 
And hear the surges roll above^ 
And ^ough the waters view on high 
The proud ships sail, and gay cloutu mQ¥0» 

And oft at midnight's stillest hour, 
When summer seas the vessel lave, 
I love to prove my charmful power 
While floating on the moonlight wave* 

An^ when deep sleep tlie crew has boi^mj^ 
And the sad lover musing leans 
0*er the ship's side, I breathe around 
Such strains as sjieak no mortal meaoa I 

0*er the dim waves his searching eye 
Sees bi\t the vessel's len^en'd shade} 
Above—the moon and aiure sky ; 
Entranced he hears, and half afraid I 

Sometimes a dngle note I swell, 
That, softly sweet, at distance dies ! 
Then wake the magic of my sliell» 
And choral voices round me rise ! 

The trembling youth, charm'd by my stidl^ 
Calls up the crew, who, silent, bend 
O'er the high deck, but list in vain; 
My song is hush'd, my wonders endi 

Within the mountain's woody bay. 
Where the tajl bark at anchor ridest 
At twilight hour, with tritons gay 
I dance upon tlie lapsing tides : 

And with my sister-nym]^s I ^ort. 
Till the broad sun looks o'er the floods |r 
Then, swift we seek our crystal court, 
Deep i^ the wave, 'mid Neptuiie'9 wood^b 
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In cool arcades and grassy halls 
We pass the sultry hours oif noon, 
Beyond wherever sun-beam falls, 
Weaving sea-flowers in gay festooik 

The whilfi we chant our ditties sweet 
To some soft shell that warbles near^; 
Join'd by the murmuring currents, flecd^ 
That glide along our haUs so clear. 

There, die pale pearl and sapphire bhie^ 
And ruby red, and emerald green, 
Dart from the domes a changing hue. 
And sparry cplumns deck the scene. 

When die dark storm scoiwls o*er the deep. 
And long, long peals of thunder sound, 
On some high cliff my watch I keep 
O*^ all the restless seas arpund i 

TUl on the ridgy watc afar 
domes d^e lone vessel, labouring slow, 
Spreading the white foam in the air. 
With sail- and top-mast bei>ding low. 

Hien, plunge I *mid the ocean's roar, 
>Iy way by quivering lightnings shown^' 
To guide the bark to peaceful shore, 
Aqd hush the sailor's fevful groan. 

And if too late I reach its side 

To. save it from the * whelming surge, 

J call my dolphins o*er the tide. 

To bel^r the crew where isles emerge. 

Their mournful spirits soon I che0r> 
Wlulc round the desert coast I go. 
With warbled songs they faintly heiir, 
Oft as the stprmy gust sinks low. 

My music leads to lofty groves, 

That wild upon the sea-bank wave; 

Where sweet fruits bloom, and fredi spring roves, 

^nd jplpdng boughc th9 tempest btfit^* 



TTieOt fipdm the air spirits obey» 
My potent voice they love 8o.well» 
And on the clouds paint visions gay, 
While strains more sweet at distance swc41» 

And thus the lonely hours I cheat. 
Soothing the shipwreck'd sailor's heart. 
Till from the waves the storms retreat. 
And o'er the east the day-beams dart. 

Neptune for this oft binds me fast 
To rocks below, with coral chain, 
mi all the tempest *s overpast. 
And drowning seamen cry in vain* 

Whoe'er ye are that love my lay. 
Come when red sun-set tints the wa?e„ ■ 
To the stiU sandsy where fairies pky; 
TliBr% in cool seas, I love to lave. 



CflAPTER XVII, 

He is a great observer, and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men • he loves no ployw 

• . . .' « . he hears no tousic; 

Seldom he smiles; and smiles in such a sort, 
As if he mock*d himself, and scom*d his spirit 
That could be moved to smile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's ease. 
When they behold a greater than themselves. 

Julius C^ssab* 

MovTONi. and his companion did not return home 
till many hours after the dawn had blushed upon 
the Adriatic. The airy groups which had danced 
all night along the colonnade cttSt. Mark, dispersed 
before the moaung like, so^ many spirits^ Mon» 
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toni had been otherwise engaged ; bis sool wA^ little 
susceptible of h'glit pleasures. He delighted in the 
energies of the passions ; the difficulties and tem- 
pests of life, which wreck the happiness of others, 
roused and strengthened ail the powers of his mind, 
and afforded him the highest enjoyments of which 
his nature was capable. Without some object of 
strong interest, life was to him little more than a 
sleep ; and when pursuits of real interest failed, he 
substituted artificial ones, till habit changed their 
nature, and they ceased to be unreal. Of this kind 
was the habit of gaming, which he had adopted, . 
first, for the purpose of relieving him from the lan- 
guor of inaction, but had since pursued with thb 
ardour of passion. In this occupation he had passed 
the night with Cavigni, and a party of young men 
who had more money than rank and more vice 
than either. Montoni despised the greater part of 
these for the inferiority of their talents, rather than 
for their vicious inclinations, and associated with 
them only to make them the instruments of his 
purposes. Among these, however, were some of 
superior abilities, and a few whom Montoni admit- 
ted to his intimacy; but even towards these he still 
preserved a decisive and haughty air, which, while 
It imposed Isubmission on weak and timid minds, 
roused the fierce hatred of strong ones. He had, 
of course, many and bitter enemies ; but the ran- 
cour of their hatred proved the degree of his power ; 
and as power was his chief aim, he gloried more in 
such hatred, than it was possible he could in being 
esteemed. A feeling so tempered as that of esteem , 
he despised, and would have despised himself also 
had he thought himself capable of being flattered 
by it. 

Among the few whom he distinguished, were the 
Signors BertQlini, Orsino, and Yerezzi. The first 
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.«9i6;fl.idan of agay temper, strong passions, disBi- 
pHted, and of unbounded extravagance, but gene* 
rou8, brave, and unsuspicious. Orsino was reserved 
and haugbty ; loving power more than ostentation; 
of a cruel and suspicious temper; quick to feel an 
injury, and relentless in avenging it ; cunning and 
unsearchable in contrivance, patient and indefati- 
gable in the execution of his schemes. He had a 
perfect command of feature and of his passions, of 
which he had scarcely any, but pride, revenge, and 
avarice ; and in the gratification of these, few cod«> 
siderations had power to restrain him, few obstacles 
to withstand the depth of his stratagems. Thia 
man was the chief favourite of Montoni. Verezzi 
waa a man of some talent, of fiery imagination, and 
the slave of alternate passions. He was gay, volup- 
tuous, and daring ; yet had neither perseverance 
nor true courage and was meanly selfish in all his 
aims. Quick to form schemes, and sanguine in his 
hope of success, he was the first to undertake, and 
to abandon, not only his own plans, but those 
adopted from other persons. Proud and impetuous, 
be revolted against all subordination ; yet those 
who were acquainted with his character, and watch« 
ed the turn of his passions, could lead him like a 
child.. 

Such were the friends whom Montoni introdyced 
to his family and his table, on the day after his ar- 
rival at Venice. There were also of the party a 
Venetian nobleman. Count Morano, and a Signora 
Liyona, whom Montoni had introduced to his wife 
88 a lady of distinguished merit, and who, having 
called in the rooming to welcome her. to Venice, 
had been requested to be of the dinner party. % 

Madame Montoni received with a very iil grace 
the compliments of the signers. She disliked them, 
because thej were the friends of her husband 
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hated them, because she believed they liad ooaCri* 
buted to detain him abroad till so late an hour of 
the preceding morning; and envied them, since^ 
conscious of her own want of influence, she was 
convinced that he preferred their society to her 
oWn. The fank of Count Morano procur^ hha 
that distinction which she refused to the rest of the 
company. The haughty sullenness of her counter 
nance and manner, and the ostentatious extravp.« 
gance of her dress, for she had not yet adopted th« 
Venetian habit, were strikingly contrasted by the 
beauty, modesty, sweetness, and simplicity of Emily^. 
who observed with more attention than pleasure 
the party around her. The beauty and fascinating 
manners of Signora Livona, however, won her in* 
iKoluntary regard ; while the sweetness of her ac* 
cents, and her air of gentle kindness, awakened with 
Emily those pleasing affections which so long had 

fllumbered« 

In the cool of the evening the party embarked ia 
Montoni's gondola, and rowed out upon the sea* 
The red glow of sun-set still touched the waves, 
and lingered in the west, where the melancholy gleam 
Seemed slowly expiring, while the dark blue of the 
upper ether began to twinkle with stars. Emily 
sat, given up to pensive and sweet emotions. The 
smoothness of the water over which she glided, it» 
reflected images — anew heaven and trembling stars 
below the waves, with shadowy outlines of towers 
and porticos — conspired with the stillness of the 
hour, interrupted only by the passing wave or the 
fiotes of distant musics to raise those emotions to 
enthusiasm. As she listened to the measured sound 
4Sf the oars, and to the remote warblings that came 
in the breeze, her softened mind returned to the 
memory of St. Aubert and to Valancourt, and tears 
stole to her eyes* The rays of the moon, strength- 
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ening as the shadows deepened, soon after threw a 
Silvery gleam upon her countenance, which was 
partly shaded by a thick black veil, and touched it 
with inimitable softness. Hers was the coM/our of a 
Madonna, with the sensibility of a Magdalen ; and 
the pensive uplifted eye, with the tear that glittered 
on her cheek, confirmed the expression of the cha- 
racter. 

The last strain of distant music now died in air, 
Ibr the gondola was far upon the waves, and th< 
party determined to have music of their own. Th^ 
Count Morano, who sat next to Emily, and who had 
been observing her for some time in silence, snatch* 
ed up a lute, and struck the chords with the finger 
of harmony herself, Mhile his voice, a fine tenor, 
accompanied them in a rondeau full of tender sad* 
ness. To him, indeed, might have been applied 
that beautiful exhortation of an English poet) had 
it then existed : 

Strike up, my master, 

But touch the strings with a religious softness \ 
Teach sounds to languish throygh tlic i)ight*b dull cai- 
Till Melancholy starts from off' her couch, 
And Carelessness grows convert to Attention. 

With such powers of expression the Coiipt sun^ 
|iie following 

RONDEAU. 

{Soft as Ypn silver ray, that sleeps 
ypon tfie ocean's treiubling tide ; 
Soft as tlie air, that lightly sweeps 
Yon sail, tliat swells in btatcly pride : 

^ft as the surge's stealing note, 
Tliat dies along the distant shores, 
pr wa!i[>led strain, tliat sinVs remotf 
gp 80^ t|ie sigh my bosom poun ! 
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True as the wave to Cynthia's ray, • 

Tnic as tlie vessel to tlie breetCi 
True as the soul to music's sway, 
Or music to Venetian seas : 

Soft as yon silver beams, that sleep 
Upon the ocean's trembling breast ; 
So soft, so true, fond Love shall weepy 
iSo soft, bo true, with tiwe shall rest. 

The cadence with which he returned from the 
last stanza to a repetition of the first ; the fine mo- 
dulation in which his voice stole upon the first line, 
and the pathetic energy with which it pronounced 
the last, were such as only exquisite taste could 
give. When he had concluded, he gave the lute 
with a sigh to Emily, who, to avoid any appearance 
of affectation, immediately began to play. She 
Bung a melancholy little air, one of the popular 
songs of. her native province, with a simplicity and 
pathos that made it enchanting. But its well^ 
known melody brought so forcibly to her fancy the 
scenes and the persons among which she had often 
heard it, that her spirits were overcome, her voice 
trembled and ceased — and the strings of the lute 
were struck with a disordered hand ; till, ashamed 
of the emotion she had betrayed, she suddenly pass- 
ed on to a song so gay and airy, that the steps o^ 
the dance seemed almost to echo to the notes. Bra** 
vissimo! burst instantly from the lips of her de* 
lighted auditors, and she was compelled to repeat 
the air. Ampng the compliments that followed* 
those of the count were not the least audible ; and 
they had not concluded when Emily gave the in- 
strument to Signora Livona, whose voice accompa* 
nied it with true Italian taste. 

Afterwards the count, Emily, Cavigni, aftd the 
signora sung canzonettes, accompanied by a couple 
of lutes and a few other instromeDts, Sometimes 
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€k^ ififtirotiietits suddenly ceased, and the voices 
dropped ffoiji the full swell of harmony into a low 
thimt ; then, after a deep pause, they rose by de- 
grees, the instruments one by one striking up, till 
the loud and full chorus soared again to heaven ! 

Meanwhile Montoni, who was weary of this bar- 
vtMay^ wds considering how he might disengage 
faitnself from his party, or withdraw with such of it 
Ito would be willmg to play, to a casino. In a pausift 
of the music he proposed returning to shore; a 
jprOposal which Orsino eagerly seconded, but which 
the count and the other gentlemen as warmly 
opposed. 

Montoni still meditated how he might e?tCMsd 
himself from longer attendance upon the count, for 
to him only he thought excuse necessary, and how 
he might get to land, till the gondoiieri of an 
empty boat returning to Venice hailed his people. 
Without troubling himself longer about an excuse, 
he seized this opportunity of going thither ; and 
Committing the ladies to the care of his friends, de- 
parted with Orsino, while Emily, for the first time, 
saw him go with regret ; for she considered his pre- 
sence a protection, though she knew not what she 
should fear. He landed at St. Mark's, and hurry- 
ing to a casino, was soon los^t amidst a crowd of 
gamesters. 

Meanwhile the count having secretly dispatched 
a servant in Montoni*s boat for his own gondolii 
and musicians, Emily heard, without knowing hit 
project, the gay song of gondoiieri approaching, sk 
they sat on the stern of the boat, and saw the tre- ' 
mulous gleam of the nwon-Iight wave, which their 
oars disturbed. Presently she heard the sound of 
instruments, and' then a full symphony swelled oa 
the air; and the boats meeting, the gondoiieri hail- 
ed etich. other. The count then exphuning himselfi 

2a3 
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the party removed into his gondola, which wa& 
bellished with all that taste could bestow. 

While they partook of a collation of fruits and 
ice, the whole band, following at a distance in the 
other boat, played the most sweet and enchanting 
strains ; and the count, who had again seated him- 
self by Emily, paid her unremitted attention ; and 
sometimes, in a low but impassioned voice, utter^ 
compHments which she could not misunderstand. 
To avoid them she conversed with Signora Livona, 
and her manner to the count assumed a mild reserve^ 
which, though dignified, was too gentle to repress 
his assiduities : he could see, hear, speak to no per* 
sojii but Emily ; while Cavigni observed him now 
and then with a look of displeasure, and Emilj; 
with one of uneasiness. She now wished for no- 
thing so much as to return to Venice ; but it was 
near midnight before the gondolas approached St. 
Mark's Place, where the voice of gaiety and song 
was loud. The busy hum of mingling sounds was 
heard at a considerable distance on the water; and 
had not a bright moon-light discovered the city, with 
its terraces and towers, a stranger would almost 
.have credited the fabled wonders of Neptune's 
court, and believed that the tumult arose from 
beneath the waves. 

They landed at St. Mark's, where the gaiety of 
the colonnades and the beauty of the night made 
Madame Montoni willingly submit to the count's 
solicitations to join the promenade, and aflerwards 
to take a supper with the rest of the party at his 
icasino. If any thin^ could have dissipated Emily's 
uneasiness, it wouldhave been the grandeur, gaiety^ 
jand novelty of the surrounding scene, adorned with 
Pailadio's palaces, and busy with parties of masque* 
xaders. 

At length they withdrew to the casino, which 
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was fitted up with infinite taste, and where a splen? 
did banquet was prepared. But here Emily *s reserve 
made the count perceive that it was necessary for 
his interest to win the favour of Madame Montom, 
which, from the condescension she had already 
shown to him, appeared to be an achievement of no 
great difficulty. He transferred, therefore, part of 
his attention from Emily to her aunt, who felt too 
much flattered by the distinction even to disguise 
her emotion ; and before the party broke up, he 
had entirely engaged the esteem of Madame Mon« 
toni. Whenever he addressed her, her ungracious 
{countenance relaxed into smiles, and to whatever 
he proposed she assented. He invited her with the 
rest of the party to take coffee in his box at tlie 
opera on the foflowing evening ; and Emily heard 
the invitation accepted, with strong anxiety con* 
cerning the means of excusing herself from attend- 
ing Madame Montoni thither. 

It was very late before their gondola was ordered; 
and Emily's surprise was extreme, when, on quit- 
ting the casino, she beheld the broad sun rising out 
of the Adriatic, while St. Mark's Place was yet 
crowded with company. Sleep had long weighed 
heavily on her eyes ; but now the fresh sea breeze 
revived her, and she would have quitted the scene 
with regret, had not the count been present, per- 
forming the duty which he had imposed upon him- 
self^ of escorting them home. There they heard 
that Mpntoni was not yet returned; and his wife 
retiring in displeasure to her apartment, at length 
celeased Emily from the fatigue of further attend* 
ance.^- 

Montoni came home late in the morning, in a 
▼ery ill humour, having lost considerably at play ; 
and before he withdrew to rest had a private con-: 
ference with Cavigni, whose manner on the foUow- 
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ing day seemed to 'tell that tbe subject of it hbd 
not been pleasing to him. 

In the evening Madame Montoni, who during 
the day had observed a suHen silence towards het 
husband, received visits from some Venetian ladies, 
Yrkh whose sweet manners Emily was particnlariy 
charmed. They had an air of ease and kindliness to* 
wards the strangers, as if they had been their fami* 
liar friends for years ; and their conversation wa4 
by turns tender, sentimental, and gay. Madame, 
though she had no taste for such ^Conversation, and 
whose coarseness and selfishness sometimes exhibit- 
ed a ludicrous contrast to their excessive refinement^ 
could not remain wholly insensible to the captiva* 
^fons of their manner. 

In a pause of conversation, a lady who was called 
Si?nora Herminia took up a lute, and began to play 
and sing with as much easy gaiety as if she had 
been alone. Her voice was uncommonly rich in 
tone and various in expression ; yet she appeared to 
be entirely unconscious of its powers, and meant 
nothing less than to display them. She sung froni 
the gaiety of her heart, as she sat with her veil half 
thfown back, holding gracefully the lute, under tlio 
spreading foliage and flowers of some plants thai 
rose from baskets and interlaced one of the lattices 
of the saloon. Emily, retiring a little from She 
company, sketched her figure, with the miniature 
pcenery around her, and drew a very interesting 
picture, which, though it would not perhaps have 
borne criticism, had spiritand tasteenough to awaken 
both the fancy and the hearU When she had finished 
it, she presented it to the beautiful original, who waa 
delighted with the offering, as well as the sentiment 
it conveyed, and assured Emily, with a smile of cap^ 
tivating sweetness, that she should preserve it at a 
pledge (^her friendship. 
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In the evening Cavigni joined the ladies* but 
Montoni had other engagements; and they embark* 
ed in the gondola for St. Mark's, where the same 
gay company seemed to flutter as on the preceding 
night. The cool breeze, the glassy sea, the gentle 
sound of its waves, and the sweeter murmur of di'^ 
stant music ; the lofty porticos and arcades, and the 
happy groups that sauntered beneath them ; these^ 
with every feature and circumstance of the scene, 
united to charm Emily, no longer teased by the of» 
ficious attentions of Count Morano. But as sh« 
looked upon the moon-light sea undulating along 
the walla of St. Mark, and, lingering for a moment 
over those walls, caught the sweet and melancholy 
song of some gondolier as he sat m his boat below 
waiting for his rriaster, her softened mind returned 
to the memory of her h6me, of hgr friends> and of 
^11 that was dear in her native country. 

After walking some time, they sat down at the 
door of a cai^ino; and while Cavigni wasaccommo* 
dating them with cofi'ee and ice, were joined by 
Coupt Morano. He sought Emily with a look of 
impatient delight, who, remembering all the attex^ 
tjon he had sliown her on the preceding evening, 
was compelled, as before, to shrink from his assiduW 
ties into a timid reserve, except when she conversed 
nith Signora Herminia and the other ladies of her 
party. 

Jt was near midnight before they withdrew to the 
opera, where Emily was not so charmed but that,, 
when she remembered the scene she had jvist quit- 
ted, she felt how infinitely inferior all the splendour 
of art is to the sublimity of nature. Her heart was 
not now aft'ected, tears of admiration did not start 
to her eyes, as when she viewed the vast expanse of 
ocean, the grandeur of the heavens, and listened tQ 
the rolling waters, .a^d to the faint music that at 
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intervals mingled with their roar. Rememberfoig 
^l^ese, the scene before her faded into insignificance^ 

Of the evening, which passed on without any par« 
ficular incident, she wished the conclusion, that she 
plight escape from the attentions of the count; and 
^8 opposite qualities frequently attract each other in 
pur thoughts, thus £n)ily, when she looked on Cot^nt 
^torano, remembered Valancourt, and 4 sigh some- 
^mes followed the recollection. 

Several weeks passed in the course of customarv 
visits, during which nothing remarkable occiirred* 
j^mily was amused by tl^e manners and scenes that 
surrounded her, so different from those of Francei 
but where Count Morano, too frequently for her 
pon^fort, contrived to introduce himself. His man* 
per, figure, and accomplishments, which were ge« 
nerally admired,. Emily ii^ouid perhaps have ad* 
niired also, had her he^rt been disengaged from 
Valancourt, and had the count forborne to perse- 
cute her with officious attentions, during which she 
pbserved some traits in his character that prejtH 
4iced her against whatever might otherwise be goo4 
in it. 

Soon after l>is arrival at Venice, Montoni received 
8 packet from M. Quesqel, in which the latter menr 
fioned the death of his wife's uncle, at his villa on 
the Brenta ; and that, in consequence of this event, 
he should hasten to take possession of that estatq 
and of other effects bequeathed to him. This uncle 
|va$ the brother of Madame Quesnefs late mother; 
Montoni was related to her by the father's side ; and 
though he could have had neither claim nor expecta^ 
lion concerning these possessions, he could scarcely 
conceal the envy which M. Quesnel's letter excitedU 

Emily had observed with concern, that, sinpd 
they lett France, Montoni had not even aflected 
kindness towa|rds her ountf an4 \^^^y ^^WV treatbg 



hetf at firsly with neglect, he now met her with qdh 
form iU-huinour and reserve. She had never •up«> 
posed that her aunt's foibles could hare' escaped th«r 
discernment of Montoni, or that her mind or figure 
were of a kind to deserve his attention. Her sur* 
priscfy therefore, at this match had been extreme ; 
but since he had made the choice, she did not sua* 
pect that he would so openly have discovered his 
contempt of it. But Montoni, who had been al* 
lured by the seeming wealth of Madame Cheron^ 
was now severely disappointed by her comparative 
poverty, and highly exasperated by the deceit sl^e 
pad employed to conceal it, till concealment was na 
longer necessary. He had been deceived in an ai&ir 
wherein he meant to be the deceiver ; outwitted by 
the superior cunning of a. woman whose under- 
standing he despised, and to whom he had sacrificed 
his pride and his liberty, without sating himself 
from the ruin which had impended over his head* 
Madame Montoni had contrived to have the greatest 
part of what she really did possess, settled upon her- 
self: what remained, though it was totally inade-* 
quate both to her husband's expectations and to 
his necessities, he had converted into money, and 
brought with him to Venice, that he niight a little 
longer delude society, and make a last elbrt to re^ 
gain the fortunes he had lost. 

The hints which had been thrown out to Valtm- 
court concerning Montoni's character and condi« 
tion were too true ; but it was now left to time and 
occasion to unfold the circumstances both of what 
had and of what had not been hinted, — and to time 
and occasion we commit them. 

Madame Montoni was not of a nature to bear in** 
juries with meekness, or to resent them witii dig- 
nity ; . her exasperated pride displayed itself in ail 
the violence and acrimony of a little, or at least of 
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fud ill-regulated mind. She would not acknowledfgi^ 
even to herself, that she had in any degree provoked 
contempt hy her duplicity.; but weakly persisted in 
believing that she alone was to be pitied, and M on« 
toni alone to be censured ; for, as her mind had na« 
turally little perception of moral obligation, she sel«^ 
dom understood its force but when it happened to 
be Viohited towards herself : her vanity had already 
been severely shocked by a discovery of Montoni^ 
icOntempt ; it remained to be further proved by a 
discovery of his circumstances. His mansion at 
Venice, though its furniture discovered a part of the 
truth to unprejudiced persons, told nothing to those 
Krho were blinded by a resolution to believe what* 
ever they wished. Madame Montoni still thought 
herself little less than a princess, possessing a pa» 
lace at Venice, and a castle among the Apennines. 
To the castle di Udolpho, indeed, Monloni some* 
times talked of going for a few weeks, to examine 
into its condition, and to receive some rents; for 
it appeared that he had not been there for two 
▼ears, and that during this period it had been in- 
liabited only by an old servant, whom he called his 
eteward. 

Emily listened to the mention of this journey 
with pleasure ; foi* she not only expected from it new 
ideas, but a release from the persevering assiduities 
of Count Morano. In the country, too, she would 
have leisure to think of Valancourt, and to indulge 
the melancholy which his image, and a recollectioa 
of the scenes of La Valine, always blessed with the 
memory of her parents, awakened. The ideal scenes 
were dearer and more soothing to her heart, than 
«ll the splendour of gay assemblies ; they were a 
kind of talisman that expelled the poison of tempos 
rary evils, and supported her hopes of hanpy days : 
they appeared like a beautifol landscape lighted up 



by a pleam of sunsliiney and seen through a' per- 
spective of dark and rugged rocks. 

Hut Count Morano did not long confine himself 
to silent assiduities; he declared his passion to Emi- 
ly^and made proposals to Montoni, who encouraged, 
though Emily rejected, him : with Montoni for his 
friend* and an abundance of vanity to delude him, 
hie did not despair of success. Emily was astonished 
and highly disgusted at his perse verance, after she 
had explained her sentiments with a frankness that 
would not allow him to misunderstand them. 

He now passed the greater part oF his time at 
Montoni s, dining there almost daily, and attending 
Madame and Emily wherever they went : and aU 
this notwithstanding the uniform reserve of Emily, 
virhose aunt seemed as anxious as Montoni to pro- 
mote this marriage, and would never dispense with 
her attendance at any assembly where the count 
proposed to be present. 

Montoni now said nothing of his intended jonr- 
tiey, of which Emily waited impatiently to hear ; 
and he was seldom at home but when the count or 
Signor Orsino was there, for between himself and 
Cavigni a coolness seemed to subsist, though the 
latter remained in his house. With Orsino, Mon- 
toni was frequently closeted for hours together ; 
and whatever might be the business upon which 
they consulted, it appeared to be of consequence, 
since Motitoni oi\en sacrificed to it his favourite 
passion for play, and remained at home the whole 
night. There was somewhat of privacy, too, in the 
manner of Orsino*s vi«>its, which had never before 
occurred, and which excited not only surprise, but 
some degree of alarm in Emily's mind, who had un- 
willingly discovered much of his character when he 
had most endeavoured to disguise it. After these 
viaita, Montoni waa eften o^ore thoughtful thao 
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t»uftl ; Sometimes the deep workings of his mmd 
Entirely abstracted him from surrounding objeptSt 
and threw a gloom over his visage that rendered 
it terrible ; at others, his eyes seemed almost td 
dash fird, and all the Energies of his soul appeared 
to be toused for some great enterprise. Emily ob- 
served these Written characters of his thoughts with 
deep intei^est, slnd noc without some degree of awe^ 
when she considered that she was entirely in hia 
power; but forbore even to hint her fears, or het 
observations, td Madame Montoni, who discerned no- 
thing in her husband, at these times> but his usual 
sternness. 

A second letter from M* Quesiiel announced the 
turrival of himsdf and his lady at the villa Miarenti ^ 
Stated several circumstapces of liis good fortune 
Respecting the affair that had brought him ii^to Italy t 
and concluded witli Hn earnest request to see Mon« 
toni, his wife and niec^, at his new estate. 

Emily deceived aboiit the same period, a much 
more interesting letter, arid which soothed for a 
while eveiy anxiety of her heart. Valancourt, hoping 
the might be still at Venide, had ti'usted a letter 
to the ordinary post, that told her of his health, and 
of his unceasing and anxious affection. He had 
lingered at Thoulouse for some time after her de- 
parture, that he might indulge the melancholy plea- 
sure of wandering through the scenes where he had 
been accustomed to bdiold her, and had thence 
gone to his brother's chateau, which was in the 
neighbourhood of La Vall6e. Having mentioned 
this, he added. If the duty of attending my regi- 
ment did not require my departure, I know not 
when I should have resolution enough to quit the 
neighbourhood of a place which is endeared by the 
remembrance of you. The vicinity to La Valine has 
alone detained one thus long at Estuviere : I fre- 



aumtly ride thither early in the morning, that ( 
p^ay wander, at leisure, through the day, among 
scenes which were once your home, Wliere 1 have 
been accujstomed to see you, and to hear you con? 
verse* 1 I^avg renewed my acquaintance wi^i thf) 
good old Theresa, who rejoiced to see me, that she 
might talk of you ; I need not say how much thii^ 
pircumstance attached me to her, or iiow eagerly ( 
listened to her upon her favourite subject. You 
^ili gi|ess the motive that first induced me to make 
piysclf known to Theresa : it was, indeed, no other 
^u that of gaining admittance into the chateau 
^id gardens which aiy Emily had so lately inhabit? 
I^d: here, then, I wander, and meet your image 
ynder every shade : but chiedy I love to sit ben^atl^ 
fhe spreadmg branches of your favourite plane, 
where qpce, Emily, y^e sat together ; where I firsf 
ventured tp tell you that I loved. O Emily ! the 
f emembranpe^of those moments overcomes me — ( 
9it lost in reverie — I endeayoui: to see you dimly 
i^hrough my tears, fn all the hp^tyen of peace an^ 
innocence^ such as you then appeared to me ; tq 
))ear again the apcents of that voice, which then 
fhriiled my heart with tenderness and hope. I lea^ 
pn the wall of the terrace, \vhere we together 
patched the rapid current of the Garonne below^ 
)vhile 1 d^^iscribed the wild scenery about its source^ 
))ut thought only of ^ou. O Emily! are thesQ 
niomeiits' passed for ever — ^ili they neyer morei 
feturn '^ 

In another part of his letter he wrote thus ; You 
^ee my letter is dated pa many different days, and, 
if you look back to the first, you will perceive 
that I began to write soon after your departure 
from France. To wMte was indeed the only em- 
ploy men t that withdrew me from my own melai^* 
cfa(Hy» and rendered your ab^efice iiupporfable, of 
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rather, it seemed to destroy absence; ibr, wfieif 
I was conversing with you on paper, and telling you 
every sentiment and affection of my heart, you al- 
most appeared to be present. This employment has 
been from time to time my chief consolation, and I 
have deferred sending off my packet, merely for the 
comfort of prolonging it, though it was certain that 
what 1 had written, was written to no purpose till 
you received it. Whenever my mind has been more 
than usually depressed, I have come to pour forth 
its sorrows to you, and have always found consola- 
tion ; and when any little occurrence has interest- 
ed my heart, and given a gleam of jpy to my spiritS) 
I have hastened to communicate it to you, and have 
received reflected satisfaction. Thus my letter is a 
kind of picture of niy life and of my thoughts fpr the 
last month ; and thus, though it has been deeply in- 
teresting to me while I wrote it, and 1 dare hope 
will, for the same reason, be not indifferent to you, 
yet to other readers it would seem to abound only 
in frivolities. Thus it is always when we attempt 
to describe the finer movements of the heart ; for 
they are too fine to be discerned, they can only be 
experienced, and are therefore passed over by the in«< 
different observer, while the interested one feels 
that all description is imperfect and unnecessary, 
except as it may prove the sincerity of the writer, 
and soothe his own sufferings. You will pardon all 
^his egotism — for I am a lover. 

I have just heard of a circumstance which en- 
tirely destroys all my fairy paradise of ideal delight, 
and which will reconcile me to the necessity of re- 
turning to my regiment; for I must no longer wan- 
der beneath the beloved shades where I have been 
accustomed to meet you in thought — La Valine i^ 
let 1 I have reason to believe this is without your 
knowledge^. from what Theresa told me this mora* 
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iDg, ami therefore I mention the circumstance.^^ 
She shed tears while she related that she was going 
to leave the service of her dear pijstress, and the 
chateau where she had lived 90 many happy years ; 
and all this, added she, without even a letter from 
Mademoiselle to soften the news ; but it is all Mon- 
sieur Quesnel's doings, qnd I dare say she does not 
^en know what is ^oing forward. 

Theresa added, That she had received a letter 
from him, informing her the qhatcau was )et ; and 
^hat as her services would no longer be required^ 
she must quit the place on that day week, when the 
pew tepant would arfive. 

Theresa had been surprised by a vjsit from M^ 
Quesnel, some time before the receipt of this letter, 
who was accompanied by a strange^ that viewed 
^e premises wi^h much curiosity. 

Towards the conclusion of this letter, which ia 
dated a week after this sentence, Valancourt adds^ 
I have received a summons from my regiment, and 
i join it without regret, since I am shut out from) 
the scenes that are so interesting to my heart. I 
rode to La Vallee this morning, and heard that the 
new tenant was arrived, and that Theresa was gone^ 
I should not treat the subject thus familiarly if I 
dic{ not believe you to be pninfprmed of this disposal 
of your house ; for your satisfaction } have endear 
voured to learn something of the chara<:ter and for^r 
tune of your tenapt, but without success. He is a 
gentleman, they say, and this is all I can hear^ 
The place as I wandered round the boundaries ^p« 
peared more melancholy to my imagination than ( 
had ever seen it. I wished earnestly to have goi 
admittance, that I might have taken another leave 
of your favourite plane-tree, and thought of yot^ 
once more beneath its shade; but I forbore to 
tempt the 9urio8it^ of strangers ; tbe fisiiing^l^ous^ 

9^8 
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in the woods, however, was still open to mt ^ tbi« 
ther I went, and passed an hour, which I cannot 
even look back upon without emotion. O Eraily I 
surt]y we are not separated for ever — surely we shall 
live for each other ! 

'iliis letter brought many tears to Emily s eyes^ 
tears of tenderness and satisfaction on learning that . 
Valancourt was well, and that time and absence had 
in no degree effaced her image from his heart* 
There were passages in this letter which particularly 
affected her, such as those describing his visits to 
La Valine, and the sentiments of delicate affectioa 
that its scenes had awakened. It was a considerable 
time before her mind was sufficiently abstracted 
from Valancourt to feel the force of his intelligence 
concerning La Valine. That Mons. Quesnel should 
let it, without even consulting her on the measure^ 
both surprised and shocked her ; particularly as it 
proved the absolute authority he thought himself 
entitled to exercise in her afiairs. It is true, he had 
proposed before she left France that the chateau 
should be let during her absence, and to the ceco* 
nomical prudence of this she had nothing to object ; 
but the committing what had been her father's villa 
to the power and caprice of strangers, and the de-> 
priving herself of a sure home, should any unhappy 
circumstances make her look back to her home as 
an asylum, were considerations that made her, even 
then, strongly oppose the measure. Her father 
too, in his last hour, had received from her a so- 
lemn promise never to dispose of La VaU6e ; and 
this, she considered as in some degree violated if she 
suffered the place to be let. But it was now evi- 
dent with how little respect M. Quesnel had regard- 
ed these objections, and how insignificant he con-, 
sidered every obstacle to pecuniary advantage. It 
appeared also> that he had not . even condeacended 
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to inform Montoni of the step he had taken^ since 
no motive was evident for Montoni's conceah'ng tha 
circumstance from her, if it had been made knowa 
to him : this both displeased and surprised her; but 
the chief subjects of her uneasiness were — the tem- 

Eorary disposal of La Valine, and the dismission of 
er flEither s old and faithful servant. — Poor Theresa, 
said Emily, thou hadst not saved much in thy ser- 
vitude, for thou wast always tender towards the 
poor, and believedst thou shouldst die in the family, 
where thy best years had been spent. Poor The- 
resa ! — now art thou turned out in thy old age to 
seek thy bread ! 

Emily wept bitterly as these thoughts passed over 
her mind, and she determined to consider what 
could be done for Theresa, and to talk very expli- 
citly to M. Quesnel on the subject; but she much 
feared that his cold heart could feel only for itself. 
She determined also to inquire whether he had made 
any mention of her aftairs in his letter to Montoni, 
who soon gave her the opportunity she sought, by 
desiring that she would attend him in his study. 
She had little doubt that the interview was intend- 
ed for the purpose of communicating to her a part 
of M. Quesners letter concerning the transactions 
of La Valine, and she obeyed him immediately. 
Montoni was alone. 

I have just been writing to Mons. Quesnel, said 
he, when Emily appeared, in reply to the letter I 
received from him a few days ago, and I wished to 
talk to you upon a subject that occupied part of it, 

I also wished to speak with you on this topic, Sir, 
said Emily. 

It is a subject of some interest to you, undoubt- 
edly, rejoined Montoni, and I think you must see 
it in the light that I do ; indeed it will not bear any 
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Other. I trust you will agree with me, that any ob? 
jection founded on sentiment, as they call it, ought 
to yield to circumstances of solid advantage. 

Grranting this, Sir, replied Emily modestly, those 
of humanity ought surely to be attended to. But 
I fear it is now too late to deliberate upon this plan, 
and I must regret that it is no longer in my powes 
to reject it^ 

It is too late, said Montoni ; but since it is so, I 
:% am pleased to observe that you submit to reason 

«' and necessity without indulging useless complaint, 

I applaud this conduct exceedingly, the more, pefr 
haps, since it discovers a strength of mind seldooi 
observable in your sex. When you are older, yo^ 
will look back with gratitude to the friends who asr 
aisted in rescuing you from the romantic illusionsi 
of sentiment, and will perceive that they are only 
the snares of childhood, and should be vanquished 
the moment you escape from the nursery. I have 
' not closed my letter, and you may add a few lineg 

to inform your uncle of your acquiescence. You 
will soon see him, for it is my intention to take 
you*, with Madame Montoni, in a few days, to Miat 
renti, and you can then talk over the alrair. 

Emily wrote on the opposite p^ge of the paper as 
follows : 

It is now useless. Sir, for me to remonstrate up,on 
the circumstances of which Signov Montoni informa. 
me that he has written. I could have wished, at 
least, that the aflair had been concluded with less 
precipitation, that I might have taught myself to 
eubdue some prejudices, as the signer calls them, 
which still linger in my heart. As it is, I submit} 
In point of prudence, nothing certainly can be ob« 
jected; but> though 1 submit* I have yet much ta 
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•aj on some other points of the subject, when I shall 
have the honour of seeing you* in the mean time 
1 entreat you will take care of Theresa, for the sake 
of, 

Sir, 
your affectionate niece, 

Emily St. Aubert. 

Montoni smiled satirically at what Emily had 
written, but did not object to it; and she withdrew 
to her own apartment, where she sat down to begin 
a letter to Valancourt, in which she related the par- 
ticulars of her journey, and her arrival at Venice, 
described some of the most striking scenes in the 
passage over the Alps ; her emotions on her 6rst 
view of Italy; the ntanners' and characters of the 
people around her, and some few circumstances of 
Montoni's conduct. But she avoided even naming 
Count Morano, much more the declaration he had 
made, since she well knew how tremblingly alive to 
fear is real love, how jealously watchful of everjr 
circumstance that may affect its interest ; and she 
scrupulously avoided to give Valancourt even th^ 
slightest reason for believing he had a rival. 

On the following day Count Morano dined again 
at Montoni's. He was in an uncommon flow of 
spirits, and Emily thought there was somewhat of 
exultation in his -manner of addressing her, which 
she had never observed before. She endeavoured to 
repress this by more than her usual reserve, but the 
cold civility of her air now seemed rather to en- 
courage than depress him. He appeared watchful of 
an opportunity of speaking with her alone, and more 
than once solicited this ; but Emily always replied, 
that she could hear nothingfrom him which hewould 
be unwilling to repeat before the whole company* 

In the evening, I^fladame Montoni and her patty 
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went out upon the sea, and as the count led Emiijr 
to his zetidalettoy he carried her hand to his lips^ 
fuid thanked her for the condescension she had shown 
him. Emily, in extreme surprise and displeasure^ 
hastily withdrew her hand, and concluded that h^ 
had spokeii ironically ; but on reaching the steps 
of the terrace, and observing by the livery that if; 
was the count's zendaletto which waited below, 
while the rest of the party, having arranged tliem- 
pelves in the gondolas, were moving on, she deter- 
mined not to permit a separate conversation^ an4 
wishing him a good evening, returned to the por? 
tico. The count followed (o expostulate andentreaf ^ 
, ^nd Monfoni, who then came out, rendered solici- 
tation unnecessary, for without condescending to 
ppeak, he took her hand, and led her to the zenflaf 
letto. Emily was not silent; she entreated Montoni| 
in a low voice, to ponsider the impropriety of these 
circumstances, and that he would spare her the mofr 
tification of submitting to them : he, however, wa^ 
inflexible. 

This caprice is intolerable, said he, and shall no( 
be indulged : here is no impropriety in the case. 

At this moment Emily's dislike of Count Mor 
rano rose to abhorrence. That he should with upr 
daunted assurance thus pursue her, notwithstandr 
ing al) she had expressed on the subject of his ad? 
dresses, and think, as it was evident he did, that 
her opinion of him was of no consequence so long 
as his pretensions were sanctioned by M on toni, added 
indignation to the disgust which she had felt towards 
him. She was somewhat relieved by observing that 
JVIontoni was to be of the party, who seated himself 
on one side of her, while Morano placed himself on 
the other. There was a pause of some ropnients aa 
the gondolieri prepared their oars, and Emily trem« 
)4^ frpm apprehension of the di^cour^ that might 



Mldw this silence. At length she collected couras^ 
to break it herself, in the hope of preventing ^e 
Bpeedies from Morano, and reproof from Montorfii. 
To some trivial reniark which she made, the latter 
retarned a short and disobhging reply ; but Morano 
immediately followed with a general observation 
which he Contrived to end with a particular complil 
ment; and though Emily passed it without even the 
notice of H smile, he was not discouraged. 

I have been impatient, said he, addressing Emilv 
to express my gratitude, to thank you for your ffoodi 
rtess: buti must also thank Signer MontoniTwho 
has allowed me this opportunity of doing so. 

Emily regarded the count with a look of mingled 
ttstonishroent and displeasure. ^ 

Why, continued he, should you wish to dimmisK 
the delight of this moment by that air of cruel re 
iterve?-^Why seek to throw me again into the perl 
plexities of doubt, by teaching your eyes to contra- 
dict the kmdness of your late declaration? You can* 
not doubt the sincerity, the ardour of my passion • 
it is therefore unnecessary, charming Emify » sureJy 
Unnecessary, any longer to attempt a disijaise of 
your sentiments. 

If I ever had disguised them. Sir, said Emily with 
recollected spirit, it would certainly be unnecessary 
any longer to do so. I had hoped, Sir, that yofi 
would have spared me any further necessity of al- 
ludmg to them ; but since you do not grant this 
hear me declare, and for the last time, that your 
perseverance has deprived you even of the esteem 
which I was inclined to believe you merited. 

Astonishing ! exclaimed Montoni : this is beyond 
even my expectation, though I have hitherto done 
justice to the caprice of the sex ! But yon n*ilt ob- 
serve, Mademoiselle Emily, that I am no lover 
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tbougb Count Morano is, anckthat I will not te 
made the amusement of your capricious moments* 
Here is the offer of an alliance which would do be* 
nour to any family ; yours, you will recollect, is not 
noble; you long resisted my remonstrances, bul 
my honour is now engaged, and it shall not be tri* 
fled with. You shall adhere to the declaration 
which you have made me an agent to convey to the 
count. *^ 

I must certainly mistake you, Sir, said Emily ; 
my answers on the subject have been uniform ; it 
is unworthy of you to accuse me of caprice. If yoa 
have condescended to be my agent, it is an honour 
I did not solicit. I myself have constantly assured 
Count Morano, and you also, Sir, that I never can 
accept the honour he offers me, and I now repeat 
the declaration. 

The count looked with an air of surprise and In* 
quiry at Montoni, whose countenance also was 
marked with surprise, but it was surprise mingled 
with indignation. 

Here is confidence, as well as caprice ! said the 
latter. Will jou deny your own words, Madam ? 

Such a question is unworthy of an answer, Sir, 
add Emily blushing ; you will recollect yourself, 
and be sorry that you have a^ked it. 

Speak to the point, rejoined Montoni in a veiee 
of increasing vehemence. Will you deny yonfown 
vords ? will you den3r that you acknowledged, only 
a few hours ago, that it was too late to recede from 
your engagements, and that you accept the count's 
hand ? 

I will deny all this, for no words of mine ever im- 
ported it. 

Astonishing 1 Will you deny what you wrote to 
Moiw* Queandi your uncle ? If you do^ your own 
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hand will bear testimony against you. What have 
you now to say ? continued Montoni, observing the 
silence and confusion of Emily. 
■•. I now perceive, Sir, that you are under a very 
great error, and that I have been equally mistaken. 

No more duplicity, I entreat ; be open and can«* 
did, if it be possible. 

I have always been so, Sir ; and can claim no 
merit in such conduct, for I have had nothing to 
conceal.. 

' How is this, Signor ? cried Morano with trem* 
bling emotion. 

Suspend vour judgement, Count, replied Montoni, 
the wiles of a female heart are unsearchable. Now, 
Madam, your explanation* 

Excuse me, Sir, if I withhold my explanation till 
you appear willing to give me your confidence ; as- 
sertion at present can only subject me to insult. 

Your explanation, I entreat you ! sjaid Morano. 

Well, well, rejoined Montoni, I give you my con- 
fidence ; let us hear this explanation. 

Let me lead to it, then, by asking a question. 

As many as you please, said Montpni contemp- 
tuously. 

What, then, was the subject of your letter to 
Mons. Quesnel ? 

The same that was the subject of your note to 
bim, certainly. You did well to stipulate for my 
Qonfidence before you demanded that question. 
. I must beg you ^iU be more explicit, Sir; what 
was tliat subject ? 

What could it be, but the noble offer of Count 
Morano ? said Montoni. 

Then, Sir, we entirely misunderstood each other, 
replieil Emily. 

• We entirely misunderstood each ether too, I sup- 
pose, rejoined Montoni, in the conversation which 
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preceded the writing of that note ? I must do yoa 
the justice to own, that you are very ingenious aC 
this same art of misunderstanding. 

Emily tried to restrain the tears that came to her 
I eyes, and to answer with becoming firmness. Allow 
/ roe, Sir, to explain myself fully, or to be wholly si« 
lent. 

The explanation may now be dispensed with % it 
is anticipated. If Count Moraoo still thinks one 
necessary, I will give him an honest one — You have 
changed your intention since our last conversation ; 
and if he can have patience and humility enough 
to wait till to-morrow, he will probably find it 
changed again : but as I have neither the patience 
nor the humility which you expect from a lover^ I 
warn you of the effect of my displeasure! 

Montoni, you are too precipitate, said the count, 
who had listened to this conversation in extreme 
anxiety and impatience r Signora, I entreat your 
own explanation of this affair! 

Signer Montoni has said justly, replied Emily,, 
that all explanation may now be dispensed with ; 
after what has passed I cannot suffer myself to give 
one. It is sufficient for me, and for you, Sir, that 
I repeat my late declaration ; let me hope this is 
the last time it will be necessary for me to repeat it 
-»I never can accept the honour of your alhance. 

Charming Emily ! exclaimed the count in an im* 
' passioned tone, let not resentment make you unjust;- 
let me not suffer for the offence of Montoni !— -Re* 
voke— 

Offence ! interrupted Montoni — Count, this lan- 

fuage is ridiculous, this submission is childish :— . 
peak as becomes a man, not as the slave of a petty 

tyrant. 

You distract me, Signer ; suflfer roe to plead my 
own causef you have already proved insufficient to it. 
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All conversation on this subject, Sir, said Emily, 
is worse th^n useless, since it can bring only pain 
to each of us : if you would oblige me, pursue it no 
further. 

It is impossible, Madam, that I can thus easily 
resign the object of a passion which is the delight 
and torment of my life. — I must still love — still 
pursue you with unremitting ardour ; — when you 
fihall be convinced of the strength arid constancy of 
my passion, your heart must soften into pity and 
repentance. 

Is this generous, Sir ? 19 this manly ? Can it either 
deserve or obtain the esteem you solicit, thus to 
continue a persecution from which I havo no pre- 
sent m^ans of escaping ? 

A gleam of moon-light that fell upon MoranoV 
countenance revealed the strong emotions of his 
90ul ; and, glancing on Montoni, discovered the dark 
resentment which contrasted his features. 

By Heaven, this is too much! suddenly exclaimed 
the count; Signer Montoni, you treat me ill ; it is 
from you that I shall look for explanation. 

From me. Sir, you shall have it, muttered Mon- 
toni ; if your discernment is indeed so far obscured 
by passion, as to make explanation necessary. And 
for you^ Madam, you should learn, that a man of 
honour is not to be trifled with, though you raay> 
perhaps, with impunity, treat a ho^ like a puppet. 

This sarcasm roused the pride of Morano ; and the 
resentment which he had felt at the indifference of 
Emily being lost in indignation of the insolence of 
Montoni, he determined to mortify him by defend** 
ihg her. 

This also, said he, replying to Montoni's last 
words, this also, shall not pass unnoticed. I bid 
you learn. Sir, that you have a stronger enemy than 
^ woman to contend with: I will proti^t Signora 

2c2 
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St. Aubert from your threatened resentment. Yoil 
have misled me, and would revenge your disap"^ 
pointed views upon the innocent. 

Misled you ! retorted Montoni with quickness ;* 
is my conduct— my word — then pausing, while he 
seemed endeavouring to restrain the resentment- 
that flashed in his eyes, in the next moment he add-* 
ed, in a subdued voice, Count Morano^ this is a lan« 
guage, a sort of conduct^ to which I am not accus-^ 
tomed : it is the conduct of a passionate hoy — a& 
such, I pass it over in contempt. 

In contempt, 8ignor ? 

The respect I owe myself, rejoined Montoni, r&« 
quires that I should converse more largely with you 
upon some points of the subject in dispute. ' Heturnt 
with me to Venice, and I will condescend to con- 
vince you of your error. 

Condescend, Sir ! but I will not condescend to be 
so conversed with. 

Montoni smiled contemptuously ; and Emily, now 
terriiied for the consequences of what she saw anct 
heard, could no longer be silent. She explaineci 
the whole subject upon which she had mistaken 
Montoni in the mornmg, declaring that she under^^ 
stood him to have consulted her solely concerning 
the disposal of La Valine, and concluded yith en-^ 
treating that he would write immediately to M« 
Quesnel, and rectify the mistake. 

But Montoni either was, or affected to be, still 
incredulous ; and Count Morano was still entangled 
in perplexity. While she was speaking, however, 
the attention of her auditois had been diverted from 
the immediate occasion of their resentment, and, 
their passion consequently became less. Montoni 
desired the count would order his servants to roW' 
back to Venice, that he might have some private 
conversation with him; and Morano, somewhat 
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soothed by his softened voice and manner, and eager 
to examine into the full extent of his difficulties^ 
complied. 

.Emily, comforted by this prospect of release, em- 
ployed the present moments in endeavouring, with 
conciliating care, to prevent any fatal mischief be- 
tween the persons who so lately had persecuted and 
insulted her. 

Her spirits revived, when she heard once more 
the voice of song and laughter resounding from 
the grand canal, and at length entered again be* 
tween its stately piazzas. The zendaletto stopped 
at Montoni*s mansion, and the count hastily led her. 
into the hall, where Montoni took his arm, and said 
something in a low voice, on which Morano kissed 
the hand he held, notwithstanding Emily *8 effort to 
disengage it, and, wishing her a good evening, with 
an accent and look she could not misunderstand} 
returned to his zendaletto with Montoni. 

Emily, in her own apartment, considered with 
intense anxiety all the unjust and tyrannical con- 
duct of Montoni, the dauntless perseverance of Mo-, 
rano, and her own desolate situation, removed from 
her friends and country. She looked in ^ain to Va- 
lancQurt, confined by his profession to a distant 
kingdom, as ber protector ; but it gave her comfort 
to know that there was at least one person in the 
world who would sympathize in her afflictions, and 
whose wishes would fly eagerly to release her. Yet . 
she determined not to give him unavailing pain by. 
relating the reasons she had to regret the having 
rejected his better judgement concerning Montoni; 
reasons, however, which could not induce her to la- 
ment the delicucy and disinterested affection that 
had made her reject his proposal for a clandestine 
marriage. The approaching interview with her 
uncle she regarded with some degree of hope, foi 

2c3 
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she determined to represent to him the distresses of* 
lier situation, and to entreat that he would allow 
her to return to France with him and Madame. 
Quesnel. Then, suddenly remembering that her 
beloved La Valine, her only home, was no longer at- 
her command, her tears flowed anew, and she feared 
that she had little pity to expect from a man who, 
like M. Quesnel, could dispose of it without deign- 
ing to consult with her, and could dismiss an aged 
and faithful servant, destitute of either support or 
asylum. But though it was certain that she had 
herself no longer a home in France, and few, very 
few friends there, she determined to return, if pos- 
sible, that she might be released from the power of 
Montoni, whose particularly oppressive conduct to- 
wards herself, and general character as to others, 
were justly terrible to her imagination. She had 
no wish to reside with her uncle, M. Quesnel, sinca 
his behaviour to her late father, and to herself, had 
been uniformly such as to convince her, that in fly- 
ing to him she could only obtain an exchange of 
oppressors ; neither had she the slightest intention 
of consenting to the proposal of Valancourt for an 
immediate marriage, though this would give her a 
lawful and a generous protector ; for the chief rea- 
sons which had formerly influenced her conduct, 
still existed against it ; while others, which seemed 
to justify the step, would now be done away ; and 
his interest, his fame, were at all times too dear to 
her, to sufier her to consent to a union which, at 
this early period of their lives, would probably de- 
feat both. One sure and proper asylum, however,, 
would still be open to het in France. She knew 
that she could board in the convent where she had 
formerly experienced so much kindness, and whic|i 
had an affecting and solemn claim upon her hearty 
sinc^it contained the remains of her late fathert 
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Here she oould remain in safety and tranquillity till 
the term for which La Valine might be let should 
expire ; or till the arrangement of M. Motteville'a 
aftairs enabled her so far to estimate the remains of 
her fortune, as to judge whether it would be pru- 
dent for her to reside there. 

Concerning Montorii's conduct with respect to 
his letters to M. Quesnel she had many doubts; 
however he might be at first mistaken on the sub- 
ject, she much suspected that he wilfully persevered 
in his error, as a means of intimidating her into a 
compliance with his wishes of uniting her to Count 
M orano. Whether this was or was not the fact, 
she was extremely anxious to explain the aflair to 
M. Quesnel, and looked forward with a mixture 
of impatience, hope, and fear, to her approaching 
visit. 

On the following day Madame Montoni, being 
alone with Emily, introduced the mention of Count 
Morano, by expressing her surprise that she had 
not joined the party on the water the preceding 
evening, and at her abrupt departure to Venice. 
Emily then related what had passed, expressed her 
concern for the mutual mistake that had occurred 
between Montoni and herself, and solicited her 
aunt*s kind offices in urging hiui to give a decisive 
denial to the count's further addresses: but she soon 
perceived that Madame Montoni had not been ig- 
norant of the late conversation, when she Intro* 
duced the present. 

You have no encouragement to expect from me^ 
said her aunt, in these notions. 1 have already eiven 
my opinion on the subject, and think Signor Mon- 
toni right in enforcing^ by any means, your consent* 
If young persons will be blind to their interest, and 
obstinately oppose it| why, the greatest blessings 
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they can have are friends who will oppose their 
folly. Pray what pretensions of any kind do you 
think you have to such a match as is now offered 
you? 

Not any whatever, Madam, replied Emily ; and 
therefore, at least, suffer me to be happy in my hu- 
mility. 

Niiy, niece, it cannot be denied that you have 
pride enough; .my poor brother, your father, had 
his share of pride too; though, let me add, his for- 
tune did not justify it. 

Emily, somewhat embarrassed by the indignation 
which this malevolent allusion to her father excited, 
and by the difficulty of rendering her answer as 
temperate as it should be reprehensive, hesitated for 
some moments in a confusion which highly grati- 
fied her aunt. At length she said, My father s pride. 
Madam, had a noble object — the happiness which 
be knew could be derived only from goodness, 
knowledge, and charity. As it never consisted in 
his superiority, in point of fortune, to some per- 
sons, it was not humbled by his inferiority, in that 
respect, to others. He never disdained those who 
were wretched by poverty and misfortune ; he did 
sometimes despise persons who, with many oppor- 
tunities of happiness, rendered themselves miserable 
by vanity, ignorance, and cruelty. I shall think it 
my highest glory to emulate such pride. 

I do not pretend to understand any thing of these 
high-flown sentiments, niece ; you have all that 
glory to yourself: I would teach you a little plain 
sense, and not have you so wise as to despise happi- 
ness. 

That would indeed not be wisdom, but folly, said 
Emily, for wisdom can boast no higher attainment 
than happiness ; but you will allow, Madam, that 
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our ideafi of happiness may differ. I cannot doubt 
that you wish nie to be happy, but I must fear you 
are mistaken in the means of making me so, 

I cannot boast of a learned education, niece^ such 
as your father thought proper to give you, and 
therefore do not pretend to understand all these fine 
speeches about happiness : I must be contented to 
understand only common sense; and happy would it 
have been for you and your father if that had beeq 
included in his education. 

Emily was too much shocked by these reflections 
on her father's memory, to despise this speech as i( 
deserved. 

Madame Montoni was about to speak ; but Emily 
quitted the room, and retired to her own, where the 
little spirit she had lately exerted yielded to grief 
and vexation, and left her only to her tears. From 
every review of her situation she could derive, int 
deed, only new sorrow. To the discovery which had 
just been forced upon her, of Montoni's unworthi* 
ness, she had now to add that of the cruel vanity 
for the gratification of which her aunt was about to 
sacrifice her ; of the effrontery and cunning with 
which, at the time that she meditated the sacrificci 
she boasted of her tenderness, or insulted her vic- 
tim ; and of the venomous envy whicb» as it did 
not scruple to attack her father s character, could 
scarcely be expected to withhold from her own. 

During the few days that intervened between this 
conversation and the departure for Miarer^, Mpn- 
toni did not once address himself to Emily. His 
looks sufficiently declared his resentment : but that 
he should forbear to renew a mention of the sub'> 
ject of it, exceedingly surprised her, who was no 
Jess ^tonished that, during three days, Count Mo- 
rano nt^ither visited Mpntoni nor was named by 
him. Several conjectures arose in her mind* Some* 
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times she feared that the dispute between them had 
been revived, and had ended fatally to the count* 
Sometimes she was inclined to hope that weariness^ 
or disgust at her firm rejection of his suit, had in- 
duced him to relinquish it ; and at others, she 
suspected that he had now recourse to stratagem, 
and forbore his visits, and prevailed with Montoni 
to forbear the repetition- of his name, in the ex« 
pectation that gratitude and generosity would pre- 
vail with her to give him the consent which he 
could not hope from love* 

Thus passed the time in vain conjecture and 
alternate hopes and fears, till the day arrived when 
Montoni was to set out for the villa of Miarenti, 
which, like the preceding ones, neither brought 
the count, nor the mention of him. 

Montoni having determined not to leave Venice 
till towards evening, that hef might avoid the heats^ 
and catch the cold breezes of nignt, embarked about 
an hour before sun«set, with his family, in a barge, 
for the Brenta. Emily sat alone near the stem of 
the vessel, and, as it floated slowly on, watched the 
gay and lofty city lessening from her view, till its 
palaces seemed to sink in the distant waves, while 
Its loftier towers and domes, illumined by the de- 
clining sun, appeared on the horizon, like those 
far-seen clouds which in more northern climes 
often linger on the western verge, and catch the 
last light of a summer's evening. Soon afterj even 
these grew dim, and faded in distance from her 
sight ; but she still sat gazing on the vast scene of 
cloudless sky and nughty waters, and listening in 

E leasing awe to the deep-sounding waves, while, as 
er eyes glanced over the Adriatic, towards the 
opposite shores, which were, however, far beyond 
the reach of sight, she thought of Greece ; and a 
^ou^and classical remembrances stealing to bev 
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mind, she experienced that peoiive luxury which is 
felt on viewing the scenes of ancient story, and on 
comparing their present state of silence and solitude 
with that of their former grandeur and animation. 
The scenes of the Iliad illapsed in glowing colours 
to her fancy — scenesy once the haunt of heroes — 
now lonely, and in ruins ; but which still shone^ in 
the poet's strain, in all their youthful splendour. 

As her ima^ation painted with melancholy 
touches the deserted plains of Troy, such as they 
appeared in this after-day, she reanimated the land* 
scape with the following little story : 

STANZAS. 

0*er lUon's plains, where once the warrior bled, 
And once the poet raised his deathless strain, 
0*er IUon*s pUins a weary driver led 
His stately camels: For the ruin*d fane 

Wide round the lonely scene his glance he threw, 
For How the red cloud faded in the west, 
And twilight o*er the silent landscape drew 
Her deepening veil; eastward his course he prest: 

There, on the gray horiaon's glimmering bouad* 
Rose the proud columns of deserted Troy, 
And wandering shepherds now a shelter found 
Within those walls where princes wont to joy. 

Beneath a lofty porch the driver passM, 
Then, from his camels heaved the heavy load ; 
Partook with them the simple, cool repast. 
And in short vesper gave himself to God; 

From distant lands with merchandise he camie. 
His all of wealth his patient servants bore; 
Oft deep-drawn sishs his anxious wish proclaim 
To reach, again, his happy cottage door; 

For tiiere, his wife, his little children, dwell ; 
Their smiles shall pay the toil of many an Iiour :. 
£*en now warm tears to expectation sweU, 
As Fancy o*er his mind extends her power. 
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A death-like stUlness reign'd, wh^re once the wottg^ 
The song of heroes, waked the midnight air, 
^ye, when a solemn murmur roird along, 
That 8eem*d to say — For future worlds prepare. 

For timers imperious'voice was frequent heard 
Shaking the marble temple to its fall 
{By hands he long had conquer*d; vainly rear*d)^ 
And distant ruins ahswer*d to his call. 

While Itaniet slept^ his camels rouiid him lay^ 
Beneath him, all his store of wealth was piledj; 
And here, his cruse and empty wallet laiy, 
And there, the flute that cheer*d him in the wild* 

llie robber Tartar on his dumber stole. 
For o*er the waste^ at eve, he Watch*d his train; 
Ah! who his thirst of plunder shall contrdl? 
Who calls On him for mercy-H:alls in vain I 

A poisbn'd poniard in his belt he bore, 
A crescent sword depended at his side. 
The deathful quiver at his back he bore, 
Andinfanitsp— at his very look had diedl 

Hie moon's cold beam athwart the temple fellj 
And to his sleeping prey the Tartar led; 
But, soft!— ^ startled camel shook his bell, 
Then-stretch'd his limbs, and reared his drowsy head* 

Hamet awoke ! the poniard glittered high ! 
Swift from his couch he sprung, and *scaped the blow^ 
When from an unknown hand liie arrows fly. 
That lay the ruffian, in his vengeance, low. 



He groan'd, he died ! from forth a column*d 
A fearful shepherd pale and silent crept, 
Whc^ as he watched his folded flock star-late» 
Had mark'd the robber steal where Hamet dept. 

He fe^'d his lOwn, and saved a stranger's life I 
Poor Hamet clasp'd him to his grateftil heait^ 
Then, roused his camels for ihe dusty sCiif% 
And with* the shepherd hastcpa*d to dfport. . 
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i^nd now Auron breathes her freiiheiiing gale^ 
And faintly trembles on the eastern cloud; 
And now ihe sun from under twiliglit*s veil 
Looks gaily forth, and melts her airy tJiroud. 

Wide o*er the level plains his slanting beams 
Dart tiieir long lines on Ilion's towered skef 
The distant Hellespont with morning gleams. 
And old Scamander winds his waves in light. 

All merry sound the camel bells, so gay, 
And merry beats fOnd Hamet's heart; for hd, 
Ere the dim evening steals upon the ^y, 
His children, wife, and happy home shall see. 

As Emily approached the shores of Italy she begun 
to discriminate the rich features and varied colour^ 
ing of the landscape— -the purple hills, groves of 
orange, pine and cypress, shading magnificent 
▼illas, and towns rising among vineyards and plan- 
tations. The noble Brenta, pouring its broad wavesf 
into the sea, now appeared ; and wnen she reached 
Its mouth, the barge stopped, that the horses might 
be fastened which were now to tow it up the streanu 
This donoi Emily gave a last look to the Adriatic^ 
and to the dim sail 

. • « « « <hat from the sky-mix'd wave 
Dawns on the sight ; 

and the bcurge slowly glided between the gpreen and 
luxuriant slopes of the river* The grandeur of the 
Palladian villas that adorn these shores was con-* 
siderably heightened by the setting rays, whicli 
threw strone contrasts of light and shade upon the 
porticos and long arcades, and beamed a mellow 
lustre upon the orangeries and the tail groves of 
pine ana cypress that overhung the buildings. The 
scent of oranges, of flowering myrtles and other 

2d 
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odoriferous plants, was diffused upoh the air, and 
oflen from these embowered retreats a strain of 
music stole on the calm, and softened into silence* 

The sun now sunk below the horizon, twilight 
fell over the landscape, and Emily, wrapt in musmg 
silence, continued to watch its features gradually 
vanishing into obscurity. She remembered her 
many happy evenings, when with St. Aubert she 
had observed the shades of twilight steid over a 
scene as beautiful as this, from the gardens of La 
Valine ; and a tear fell to the memory of her father. 
Her spirits were softened into melancholy by the 
influence of the hour, by the low murmur of the 
wave passing under the vessel, and the Stillness of 
the air, that trembled only at intervals with distant 
music : — why else should she, at these moment^ 
have looked on her attachment to Valancourt with 
presages so very afflicting, since she had but lately 
received letters from him that had soothed for a 
while all her anxieties ? It now seemed to her op« 
pressed mind that she had taken leave of him for 
ever, and that the countries which separated them 
would never more be traced by her. She looked 
upon Count Morano with horror, as. in some degree^ 
the cause of this ; but apart from him, a conviction, 
if Miuch that may be called which arises from no 
pcoof, and which she knew not how to account for, 
seized her mind-.— that she should never see Valan- 
co«rt again. Though she knew that neither Mo* 
raiio's solicitations nor Montoni's commands had 
lawful power to enforce her obedience, she regarded 
both with a superstitious dread, that they would 
finally prevail. 

Lost in this melancholy reverie, and shedding 
fVequent tears, Emily was at length roused by 
Montoni; and she followed him to the cabin, wberel 
refreshments were spread, and her auj)t was seated 
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alone. The countenance of Madame Montoni was 
Inflanaed with resentment that appeared to be the 
consequence of some conversation she had held with 
her husband, who regarded her with a kind of 
sullen disdain; and both preserved for some time a 
haughty silence. Montoni then spoke to Emily of 
Mons. Quesnel : You will not, I hope, persist in 
disclaiming your knowledge of the subject of my 
letter to him ? 

I had hoped, Sir, that it was no longer necessary 
for me to disclaim it, said £niily ; I had hoped, from 
your silence, that you were convinced of your error. 

You have hoped impossibilities then, replied Mpn- 
toni ; I might as reasonably have expected to find 
sincerity and uniformity of conduct in one of your 
sex, as you to convict me of error in this afikir. 

Emily blushed, and was silent; she now perceived 
too clearly that she had hoped an impossibility ; for 
where no mistake had been committed, no con«f 
viction could follow ; and it was evident that Mon* 
toni's conduct had not been the consequence of 
mistake, but of design. 

Anxious to escape from conversation which was 
both afflicting and humiliating to her, she soon re-* 
turned to the deck, and resumed her station near 
the stern, without apprehension of cold, for no 
Tapour rose from the water, and the air was dry 
and tranquil ; here, at least, the benevolence of 
Stature allowed her the quiet which Montoni had 
denied her elsewhere. It was now past midnight. 
The stars shed a kind of twilight, that served to 
ahow the dark outline of the shores on either hand, 
and the gray surface of the river ; till the moon rose 
from behind a high palm grove, and shed her mellow 
lustre over the scene. The vessel glided smoothly 
on : amid the stillness of the hour Emily heara» 
IH>W aQd then, the solitary voice of the bargemen 
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on the bank, as they spoke to their hones; while 
from a remote part of the vessel, with melancholy 
iong, 

. the sailor soothed, 

Beneath the trembling moon, the midnight wave. 

Emily, meanwhile, anticipated lier reception by 
Mons. and Madame Quesnel ; considered what she 
could say oo the subject of La Valine ; and then, to 
withholu her mind from more anxious topics, tried 
to amuse herself by discriminating the faint-drawa 
features of the landscape reposing in the moon* 
light. While i)er fancy thus wandered, she saw at 
a distance a building peeping between the moon* 
light trees, and as the oarge approached, heard voices 
speaking, and soon distinguished the lofty portico 
of a villa overshadowed by groves of pine and sy- 
camore, which she recollected to be the same that* 
had formerly been pointed out to her as belonging 
to Madame Quesnel's relative. 

The barge stopped at a flight of marble steps, 
which led up the bank to a lawn. Lights appeared 
between some pillars beyond the portico. Montpni 
sent forward his, servant, and then disembarked with 
h\8 family. They found Mons. and Madame Ques- 
nel, with a few friends, seated on sofas in the por- 
tico, enjoying the cool breeze of the night, and eat- 
ing fruits and ices, while some of their servants at 
a tittle distance on the river's bank were performing 
a simple serenade. Emily was now accustomed to 
the way of living in this warm country, and was not 
surprised to find Mons. and Madame Quesnel in 
their portico two hours after midnight. 

The usual salutations being over, the company 
seated themselves in the portico^ and retreshm«Dts 
>rer^ brought them from the adjoining hall) where 
a banquet was spread, and the servants attended* 
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VHien the bustle of this meeting had subsided, and 
Emily had recovered from the little flutter into 
which it had thrown her spirits, she was struck with 
the singular beauty of the hall, so perfectly ac- 
commodated to the luxuries of the season. It waa 
of white marble, and the roof, rising into an opea 
cupola, was supported by columns of the same 
material. Two opposite sides of the apartment, 
terminating in open porticos, admitted to the hall a 
full view of the gardens and of the river scenery i 
in the centre a fountain continually refreshed the 
air, and seemed to heighten the fragrance that 
breathed from the surrounding orangeries, while its 
dashing 'waters gave an agreeable and soothing 
sound. Etruscan lamps, suspended from the pillars^ 
diffused a brilliant light over the interior part of th& 
hall, leaving the remoter porticos to the softer lustre 
of the moon. 

Mons. Quesnel talked apart to Montoni of hia 
own affairs in his usual strain of self-importance ; 
boasted of his new acquisitions, and then afiected 
to pity some disappointments which Montoni had 
lately sustained. Meanwhile the latter, whose 
pride at least enabled him to despise suoh vanity at 
this, and whose discernment at once detected, 
under this assumed pity, the frivolous malignity of 
Quesnel's mind, listened to him in contemptuoua 
silence till he named his niece, and then they left 
the portico and walked away into the gardens. 

Emily, however, still attended to Madame Ques^ 
nel, who spoke of France (for even the name of her 
native country was dear to her), and she found some 
pleasure in looking at a person who had lately been 
in it. That country, too, was inhabited by Valan- 
court, and she listened to the mention of it with a 
faint hope that he also would be named. Madame 
Quesnel, who when she was in France had talked 
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with rapture of Italy ; now, that she was in Italy, 
talked with equal praise of France, and endeavoured 
to excite the wonder and the envy of her auditors 
by accounts of places which they had not been happy 
enough to see. In these descriptions she not only 
imposed upon them, but upon herself; for she never 
thought a present pleasure equal to one that was 
passed; and thus the delicious climate, the fra<- 
grant orangeries, and all the luxuries which sur- 
rounded her, slept unnoticed, while her fancy 
wandered over the distant scenes of a northern 
country. 

Emily listened in vain for the name of Valancourt. 
Madame Montoni spoke in her turn of the delights 
of Venice, • and of the pleasure she expected from 
visiting the fine cast)e of Montoni, on the A pen- 
nine ; which latter mention at least was merely a 
retaliating boast, for Emily well knew that her 
alint had no taste for solitary grandeur, and parti- 
cularly for such as the castle of Udolpho promised^ 
Thus the party continued to coaverse, and, as far 
as civility would permit, to torture each other by 
mutual boasts, while they reclined on sofas in thq 
portico, and were environed with delights both from 
nature and art, by which any honest minds would 
have been tempered to benevolence, and happy 
imaginations would have been soothed into enchant- 
ment. 

The dawn soon after trembled in the eastern 
horizon, and the light tints of morning gradual !y 
expanding showed the beautifully declining forms 
of the Italian mountains, and the gleaming land- 
scapes stretched at their feet. Then the sun-beams, 
shooting up from behind the hills, spread over -the 
scene that safiron tinge which seems to impart se- 
pose to all its touches. The landscape no longer 
. gleamed; all its glowing colours were revealed. 
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except that its remoter features were still soflened 
and united in the midst of distance, whose sweet 
eflfect was heightened to Emily by the dark verdure 
of the pines and cypresses that over-arched the 
fore-ground of the river. 

The market people passing with their boats to 
Venice now formed a moving picture on the 
Brenta. Most of these liad little painted awnings^ 
to shelter their owners from the sun-beams, which, 
together with the piles of fruits and flowers dis- 
played beneath, and the tasteful simplicity of the 
peasant girls who watched the rural treasures, ren- 
dered them gay and striking objects. The swift 
movement of the boats down the current, the quick 
glance of the oars in the water, and qow and then 
the passing chorus of peasants who reclined under 
the sail of their little bark, or the tones of some 
rustic instrument played by a girl as she sat near 
her sylvan cargo, heightened the animation and fes- 
tivity of the scene. 

When Montoni and M. Quesnel had joined the 
ladies, the party left the portico for the gardens, 
where the charming scenery soon withdrew Emily's 
thoughts from painful objects. The majestic forms 
and rich verdure of cypresses she had never seen so 
perfect before : groves of cedar,' lemon, and orange^ 
the spirv clusters of the pine and poplar, the lux- 
uriant chesnut and oriental plane, threw all their 
pomp of shade over these gardens ; while bowers of 
flowering myrtle and other spicy shrubs mingled 
their fragrance with that of flowers whose vivid and 
Various colouring glowed with increased e£Pect be- 
neath the contrasted umbrage, of the groves. The 
air also was continually refreshed by rivulets, which, 
with more taste than fashion, had been suifered to 
wander among the green recesses. 

Emily often lingered behind the party to con- 
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template the distant landscape, that closed-a vista, 
or that gfekaied beneath the dark foliage of the 
fore-ground ;— the spiral summits of the mountains^ 
touched- with a purple tint, broken and steep above, 
but shelving gradually to their base; the opeii 
valley, marked by no formed lines of art ; and the 
tall groves of cypress, pine, and poplar, sometimes 
embellished by a ruined villa, whose broken columns 
appeared between the branches of a pine that 
tseemed to droop over their fall. 

From other parts of the gardens, the character of 
the view was entirely changed, and the fine solitary 
beauty of the landscape shifted for the crowdea 
features and varied colouring of inhabitation. 

The sun was now gaining fast upon the sky, an4 
the party quitted the gardeps, and retired to tq^ 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



And poor Misfortane feeb the Itfsh of Vice. 

Thomsow. 



EmiL¥ seized the first oppcMtunity of conversing 
alone with Monsieur Quesnel concerning La yall6e» 
His answers to her inquiries were concise^ and de-^ 
livered with the air of a man who is conscious of 
possessing absolute power, and impatient of hearing 
It questioned. He declared that the disposal of 
the place was a necessary measure ; and that she 
might consider herself indebted to his prudence for 
even the small income that remained for her. But 
however, added he, when this Venetian count (I 
have 'forgot his name) marries you, your present, 
disagreeable state of dependence will cease. As a 
relation to you I rejoice in the circumstance, which 
is so fortunate for you, and, I may add, so unex«* 
pected by your friends. 

For some moments Emily was chilled into silence by 
this speech ; and when she attempted to undeceive 
him concerning the purport of the note she had in* 
closed in Montoni's letter, he appeared to have some 
private reason for disbelieving her assertion, and 
for a considerably time persevei'ed in accusing her 
of capricious conduct. Being at length, however^ 
convinced that she really disliked Morano, and had 
positively rejected his suit, his resentment was ex- 
travagant, and he expressed it in terms equally 
pointed and inhuman ; for, secretly flattered by 
tlie prospect of a connexion with a nobleman whose 
itlc be had affected to forget, he was incapable of 
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feeling pity for whatever sufferings of bis niece 
might stand in the way of his ambition. 

Emily saw at once in his manner all the diffi- 
culties that awaited her ; and though no oppressioa 
could have power to make her renounce Vala*^court 
for Morano, her fortitude now trembled at an en- 
counter with the violent passions of her uncle. 

She opposed his turbulence and indignation only 
by the mild dignity of a superior mind : but the 
gentle firmness of her conduct served to exasperate 
dtill more his resentment, since it' compelled hiia 
to feel his own inferiority; and when helefl her, 
he declared that, if she persisted. in her folly, both 
himself and Morano would abandon her to t^Q 
contempt of the world. 

The calmness she had assumed in his presence 
ftiled Emily when alone, and she wept bitterly, 
und called frequently upon the name of her de* 

Earted father, whose advice to her from his death- 
ed she then remembered. Alas I said she, I do 
indeed perceive how much more valuable is the 
strength of fortitude than the grace of sensibility, 
and I ^ill also endeavour to fulfil the promise I thea 
made ; I will not indulge in Unavailing lamentation, 
but will try to endure with firmness the op« 
pression I cannot elude. 

Somewhat soothed by the consciousness of per- 
forming a part of St. Aubert's last request, and of 
endeavouring tq^ pursue the conduct which he would 
have approved, she overcame her tears, and, when 
|he company met at dinner, had recovered her usual 
serenity of countenance. 

In the cool of the evening the ladies took the 
Jresco along the bank of the Brenta in Madame 
Quesnel's carriage. The state of Emily's mind was 
in melancholy contrast with the eay groups assem- 
bled beneath the shades that overhung this enchant* 
jng stream, Some were 4ancin^ un4^r (be tr^esi 
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and others reclining on the grass taking ices and 
coffee, and calmly enjoying the effect of a beautiful 
evening on a luxuriant landscape. Emily, when 
she looked at the snow-capt Apennines ascending 
in the distance, thought of Montoni's castle, ana 
suffered some terror lest be should convey her 
thither for the purpose of enforcing her obedience; 
but the thought vanished when she considered 
that she was as much in liis power at Venice as i^he 
could be elsewhere. 

It was moon-light before the party returned to 
the villa, where supper was spread in the airy hall 
which had so much enchanted l^mily's fancy on the 
preceding night. The ladies seated themselves in 
the portico, till M. Quesnel, Montoni, and other 
gentlemen, should join them at table ; and Emily 
endeavoured to resign herself to the tranquillity of 
the hour* Presently, a barge stopped at the steps 
that led into the gardens, and soon after she ai« 
stinguished the voices of Montoni and Quesnel, and 
then that of Morano, who in the next moment 
appeared. His compliments she received in silence^ 
ana her cold air seemed at first to discompose him; 
but he soon recovered his usual gaiety of manner, 
though the officious kindness of M. and Madame 
Quesnel, Etnily perceived, disgusted him. Such a' 
degree of attention she had scarcely believed could 
be shown by M. Quesnel, for she had never before 
seen him otherwise than in the presence of his in- 
feriors or equals. 

Wlien she could retire to her own apartment, her 
mind almost involuntarily dwelt on the most pro* 
bable means of prevailing with the count to with* 
draw his suit; and to her liberal mind none appeared' 
more probable, than that of acknowledging to hini 
a prior attachment, and throwing herself upon his 
generosity £ot a rdease, .When however, on the^ 
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foHowingday, he renewed his addresses, she shrunk 
from the adoption of the plan she had formed* 
Iliere was something so repugnant to her just pride» 
in laying open the secret of her heart to such a man 
as Morano, and in suing to him for compassion^ 
that she impatiently rejected this design, and woq<^ 
dered that she could have paused upon it for a 
moment. The rejection of his suit she repeated in 
the roost decisive terms she could select, minglin* 
with it a severe censure of his conduct ; but thougti 
the count appeared mortified by this, he persevered 
in the most ardent professions of admiration, till he 
was interrupted and released by the presence of 
Madame QuesneL 

During her stay at this pleasant villa, Emily was 
thus rendered miserable by the assiduities of Moranoy 
together with the cruelly exerted authority of M.. 
Quesnel and Montoni, who, with her aunt, seemed 
now more resolutely determined upon this m^brriage 
than they had even appeared to be at Venice. M. 
Quesnel, finding that both argument and menace 
were ineffectual in enforcing an immediate con- 
clusion to it, at length relinquished his endeavours, 
and trusted to the power of Montoni and to the 
course of events at Venice. Emily, indeed, looked 
to Venice with hope, for there she would be relieved 
in some measure from the persecution of Morano, 
who would no longer be an inhabitant of the same 
house with herself; and from that of Montoni, whose 
engagements would not permit him to be continu- 
ally at home. But amidst the pressure of her owa 
misfortunes, she did not forget those of poor The- 
resa, for whom she pleaded with courageous tender- 
ness to Quesnel, who promised, in sl^ht and 
general terms, that she should not be forgotten, 

Montoni, in a long conversation with M. Quesnel, 
arranged the plan to be pursued respecting Emilji 
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'9J\A M. Quesnel proposed to be at Venice^ m soon 
as he should be informed that the nuptials were 
condaded* 

It was new to Emily to part with any person with 
whom she was connected, without feelings of regret; 
the moment, however, in which she took leave of 
M. and Madame Quesnel was, perhaps, the only 
satisfactory one she had known in their presence. 

Morano returned in Montoni's barge; and Emily, 
as she watched her gradual approach to that magio 
city, saw at her side the only person who occasioned 
iier to view it with less than perfect delight. They 
arrived there about midnight, when Emily was re- 
leased from the presence of the count, who with 
Montoni went to a casino, and she was suffered to 
retire to her own apartment. 

On the following day Montoni, In a short con- 
versation which he held with Emily, informed her 
that he would no longer be trifled with, and that^ 
since her marriage with the count would be so 
highly advantageous to her that folly only could 
object to it, and folly of such^extent as was incapa- 
ble of conviction, it should be celebrated without 
further delay, and, if that was necessary, without 
her consent. 

Emily, who had hitherto tried remonstrance, had 
now recourse to supplication, for distress preventeds 
her from foreseeing that) with a man of Montoni's 
dtfiposition, supplication would be eoually useless. 
She afterwards inquired by what rignt he exerted 
thft unlimited authority over her ? a Question which 
her better judgement would have wiUiheld her in a 
calmer moment from makine^ since it could avail 
her nothing, and would aftord Montoni another 
opportunity of triumphing over her defenceless con* 
dition. . ^ 

VOL. XLV. 2 B ^ 
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By what right ! cried Montoni with a malicbiu 
smile; by the right of my will ; if you can elude 
that, I will not inquire by what right you do so. I 
now remind you, for the last time, that you are a 
stranger, in a foreign country, and that it is your 
interest to make me your friend ; you know the 
means : if you compel me to be your enemy — I«will 
venture to tell you that the punishment shall exceeijL 
your expectation* You may know / am not tQ be 
trifled with. 

Emily continued, for some time after Montoni 
had left her, in a state of despair, or rather stupe* 
&ction ; a consciousness of misery was all that re- 
mained in het mind. In this situation Madam^ 
Montoni found her, at the sound of whose voicp 
Emily looked up; and her aunt, somewhat softened 
by the expression of despair that fixed her counte- 
nance, spoke in a manner more kind than she had 
ever yet done. Emily's heart was touched; ahe 
shed tears, and after weeping for some time re^ 
covered sufficient composure to speak on th^ sub- 
ject of her distress, and to endeavour to interest 
Madame Montoni in her behalf. But though the 
compassion of her aunt had been surprised, her 
ambition was not to be overcome, and her presei9( 
object. was to be the aunt of a countess. Emily's 
efforts, therefore, were as unsuccessful as they hiai| 
been with Montoni.; and she withdrew to .her apartr 
ment to thi^k and weep alone. How often dia she 
remember the parting scene with Valancourt, an4 
wish that the Italian had mentioned Montoni's cbai> 
racter with less reserve ! When her mind, howeveri 
had recovered from the first shock of this beha? . 
viour, she considered that it would be impossible 
(of him to compel her alliance with MoranOi if she 
f&mted in refusiB^^ to repeat mj part of the xnarv 
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tidge ceremony ; and she persevered in her reBo>- 
Jution to await Montoni's threatened vengeanoe^ 
rather than give herself for life to a man whom she 
aaust have despised for his present conduct, bad she 
never even loved Valancourt : yet she trembled at 
the revenge she thus resolved to brave. 

An afiair, however, soon after occurred,, which 
somewhat called off Montoni's attention from Emily. 
The mysterious visits of Orsino were renewed with 
more frequency since the return of the former to 
Venice* There were others, also, besides Orsino, 
admitted to these midnight councils, and among 
them Cavigni and Verezzi. Montoni became more 
reserved and austere in his manner than ever ; and 
Emily, if her own interests had not made her re- 
gardless of his, might have perceived that something 
extraordinary was working in his mind* 

One night, on which a council was not held, 
Orsino came in great agitation of spirits, and dis* 
patched his conndential servant to Montoni, who 
was at a casino, desiring that he would return home 
immediately ; but charging the servant not to men- 
tion his naine. Montoni obeyed the summons and, 
on meeting Orsino, was informed of the circum- 
stances th&t occasioned his visit and his visible 
alarm, with some of which, however, he was al- 
ready acquainted. 

A Venetian nobleman who had on a late occasion 
provoked the hatred of Orsino, bad been waylaid 
and poniarded by hired assassins : and as the mur- 
dered person was of the first connexions, the Senate 
had taken up the affuir. One of the assassins was 
now apprehended, who had confessed that Orsino 
was his employer in the atrocious deed ; and the 
latter, informed of his danger, had now come to 
Montoni to consult oii the measures necessary tq 

2x9 



816 MTftTBRIBS OF T7D0LPH0* 

fanroor Ms escape* He knew thai at this time thd 
officers of the police^were upon the watch for him 
all oyer the city; to leave it at present, therefore, 
was impracticable; and Montoni consented to se« 
Crete him for a few days till the vigilance of justice 
should relax, and then to assist him in quitting 
Veniee. He knew the danger he himself incurred 
by permitting Orsino to remain in his housej but, 
aueh was the natuve of his obligations to this man, 
that he did not thiidc it prudent to refuse him an 
asylum. 

Such was the person whom Montoni admitted to 
bb confidence, and for whom he felt as much friend* 
ship as was compatible with his character^ 

While Orsino remained concealed in his house, 
Montoni was unwilling to attract public observation 
by the nuptials of Count Morano: but this obstacle 
lyas in a tew days overcome by the departure of 
his criminal > visitor ; and he then informed Emily 
that her marriage was to be celebrated on the fof<- 
lowing morning. To her repeated assurances that 
it should not take place, he replied by a malignant 
smile ; and telling her that the count and a priest 
would be at his house early in the morning, he ad- 
vised her no further to dare his resentment by op- 
position to his will and to her own interest. I am 
now going out for the evenmg, said he; remember^ 
that I shall eive your hand to Count Morano in the 
morning. Emily having ever since his late threats 
expected that her trials would at length arrive to 
this crisis, was less shocked by this declaration than 
she otherwise would have been, and she endeavoured 
to support herself by a belief that the marriage could 
not be valid so long as she refused before the 
priest to repeat any part of the ceremony. Yet, as 
the moment of trial approached, her long-harassed. 



ij^ts shrunk almost equally from the encounter of 
his vengeance and from the hand of Count Moran(K 
She was not even perfect ly certain of the consequence 
of her steady refusal at the altar, and she trembled 
more than ever at the power of Hontoni, which 
seemed unlimited as his will ; for she saw that he 
would not scruple to transgress any law, if by S9 
4oing he could accomplish his project* 

While her mind was thus suffering, she was in* 
formed that Morano asked permission to see her i 
and the servant had scarcely departed with an ex- 
cuse, before she repented that she had sent one. la 
^e next moment, reverting to her former design, 
find determining to try whether expostulation an4 
entreaty would not succeed where a refusal and ^ 
^ust disdain had failed) she recalled the servant, and, 
sending a different message, prepared to go dowi^ 
\o the count. 

The dignity and assumed composure with which 
she met him, and the kind of pensiye resignatioi| 
that softened her countenance, were qircumstan^ea 
not likely to induce him to relinquish her, serving, 
as they did, to heighten a passioh which had already 
intoxicated his judgement. He listened to all sho 
said with an appearance of complacency and of a 
wish to oblige her ; hut his resolution remained in- 
variably the jsame, and he epdeav cured to win her 
lidmiration hv every insinuating art he so well knew 
jiow to practise. Being at length assured that she 
had nothing to hope from his justice, she repeated 
in a solemn manner her absolute rejection of his 
auit, and quitted him with an assurance that her re- 
fusal would be effectually maintained against every 
circoms^nce that could be imagined for subduing; 
it. 4 just pride had restrained her tears in his pre-* 
^ence, but now they flowed from the fiiUn^ss of h^l' 

««8 
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heart; She often called upon the name of her lattr 
fiither, and often dwelt witn unutterable anguish on 
the idea of Valancourt. 

She did not go down to supper, but remained 
alone in her apartment, sometimes 3rie]ding to the 
influence of grief and terror, and at others endea- 
vouring to fortify her mind against them, and to 
prepare herself to meet with composed courage 
the scene of the following morning, when all the 
stratagem of Morano and the violence of Montoni 
would be united against her. 

The evening was far advanced, when Madame 
Montoni catne to her chamber with some bridal 
ornaments which the count had sent to Emily. 
She had this day purposely avoided her niece ; 
perhaps, because her usual insensibility failed her, 
and sne feared to trust herself with a view of Emi- 
ly's distress ; or possibly, though her conscience 
was seldom audible, it now reproached her with her 
cSonduct to her brother's orphan child, whose hap* 
omess had been intrusted to her care by a dying 
rather. 

Emily could not look at these presents, and made 
a last, Uiough almost hopeless, effort to interest the 
compassion of Madame Montoni, who, if she did 
feel any degree of pity or remorse, successfully con-> 
cealed it, and reproached her niece with folly in 
being miserable concerning a marriage which ought 
only to make her happy. I am sure, said she, if I 
veat unmarried, and the count had proposed to .me, 
I should have been flattered by the distinction : axul 
if I should have been so, I am sure, niece, you, who 
have no fortune, ought to feel yourself highly ho- 
noured, and show a proper gratitude and humility 
towards the count for his condesceiision. I am often 
surprisedi I must own, to observe bow humbly he 
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dqM>fU himself toydu^notwithstandipg the haughty 
airs you give yourself; I wonder' he has patience 
to humour you so ; if I were he, I know I diould 
often be ready to reprehend you, and make you 
know yourself a little better. I would not have flal« 
tered you, I can tell you ; for it is this absurd flat- 
tery that makes you fancy yourself of so much con- 
aeouence, that you think nobody can deserve you; 
and I often tell Uie count so, for I have no patiei^ce 
to hear him pay you such extravagant compliments^ 
which you beheve every word of! 

Your patience. Madam, cannot sufiermore cruel« 
ly on such occasions than my own, said Emily. 

O ! that is all mere affectation, rejoined her aunt. 
I know that his flattery delights you, and makes 
you so vain that you think you may have the whole 
world at your feet. But you are very much mis- 
taken ; I can assure you, niece, you will not meet 
with- many such suitors as the count : every other 
person would have turned upon his heel, and left 
you to repent at your leisure, long ago* 

O that the count had resembled every other per- 
son, then r said Emily with a heavy sigh. 

It is happy for you that he does not, rejoined 
Madame Montoni ; and what I am now saying is 
from pure kindness. I am endeavouring to convince 
you of your good fortune, and to persuade you to 
submit to necessity with a good grace. It is nothing 
to me, you know, whether you like this marriage 
or not, for it must be ; what I say, therefore, is from 
pure kindness : I wish to see you happy, and it is 
your own fault if you are not so, I would ask you 
now, seriously and calmly, what kind of a match 
you can expect, since a count cannot content your 
ambition? 

I have no ambition whatever, Madam, replied 
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Emily ; my only wish is to remaia in my peeieiK 
station. 

O ! that is speaking quite from the purpose, said 
her aunt ; I see you are still thinking of M. Valan* 
court. Pray get rid of all those fantastic notions 
about love, and this ridiculous pride, and be somei« 
tibin^ like a reasonable creature. But, however, 
this 1$ nothing to the purpose — ^for your marriage 
with the count takes place to-morrow, you know, 
whether you approve it or not. The count will be 
trifled with no longer* 

Emily made no attempt to reply to this curious, 
speech ; she felt it would be mean, and she knew it 
would be useless. Madame Montoni laid the count's 
presents upon the table on which Emily was lean- 
mg, and dien, desiring she would be ready early iii 
the morning, bade her good-night. Good-night, 
Madam, said Emily, with a deep sigh, as the doof 
closed upon her aunt ; and she was left once more 
to her own sad reflections. For some time she sa( 
so lost in thought, as to be wholly unconscious 
Where she was; at length raising her head, and 
looking round the room, its glooms and profound 
stillness awed her. 8he fixed her eyes on the door 
through which her aunt had disappeared, and list- 
ened anxiously for some sound that might relieve 
the deep dejection of her spirits ; but it was past 
midnight, and all the family, except the servant 
who sat up for Montoni, had retired to bed. He^ 
mind, long harassed by distress, now yielded to 
imaginary terrors ; she trembled to loo|c into the 
obscurity of her spacious chamber, and fear^ she 
knew not what ; a state of mind which continued 
80 long, that she would have called up Annette, her 
aunt's woman^ had her fears permitted her to ' 
from her chair and tp press (he apartmenl, 
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These melancholy illusions at length began to 
disperse, and she retired to her bed» not to sleep, 
for that was scarcelv possible, but to try at least to 
quiet her disturbed fancnr, and to collect strength of 
spirits sufficient to bear her through the scene of Ao 
approaching morning. 
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